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Arts Lobby 
Success
The turn around by the Government in 
granting the Australia Council an 
extra $809,000 to disburse gave 
everyone in the subsidised arts world 
happier Christmas. The change came 
as a response to lobbying, superbly 
orchestrated by the Confederation of 
Australian Professional Performing 
Arts (CAPPA), a delegation of actors 
and writers, and the behind the scenes 
pressure of the new Australia Council 
Chairman, Dr Timothy Pascoe. The 
Theatre Crisis Day — the most voluble 
and public demonstration of arts 
concern — served better as a focus and 
to galvanise the efforts of theatre 
companies than as an efffective force 
in itself.
It seems that far from wanting to do 
the arts down, the Government just 
did not appreciate the particular 
effects of its actions. As a whole block 
— ie including money to film, the 
National Gallery etc — the slice of the 
budget to the arts has kept pace with 
inflation — an increase from $40 to 
$80 million as a block in the Fraser 
period. But within that the Australia 
Council’s portion has dropped from 
54% to 35%
Ironically, the Council itself has 
been a clogged channel for subsidy. 
Seen in the past as unreliable, torn by 
internal strife and too fat in terms of its 
running costs, it was thought that any 
increase in arts money fed through it 
would only increase the problems. 
Timothy Pascoe views the supple­
mentary funds not just as a triumph for 
the arts world, but a coup for the 
Council; endorsing its decisions, 
policies and restoring its standing in
the Government’s eyes. To maintain 
and consolidate this new found favour, 
he is putting through a major 
reorganisation of the Council’s hier­
archy, working to trim down the 
administrative structure, and is 
attempting to rebuild the role of 
private advisor (“that means you can't 
be public critic too”), involving 
politicians in the detailed policies and 
planning for arts funding.
Whilst everyone is delighted by 
Home Affairs Minister Ian Wilson’s 
statement on the supplementary fund­
ing, the news release misleadingly 
suggests that additional funds “will 
enable the Australia Council to fully 
restore funding to all arts organis­
ations whose funding is cut out” . In 
fact for the Theatre Board, the total 
needed to restore the eight companies 
cut completely was $336,000 where for 
1982 they have in fact received only an 
extra $193,000. Embarassingly, the 
release adds “unless it judges on 
artistic grounds it should not do so” (ie 
restore funding). Theatre companies 
faced with only partial restoration of 
funds at the Board’s February meeting 
may feel they have been found wanting 
on artistic grounds when the real 
reason remains one of lack of money.
1982 remains a challenging year for 
the arts. The Council’s move to take up 
one of its major responsibilities as 
advocate to the Government for the 
arts, and CAPPA’s proven effective­
ness in galvanising and orchestrating 
the arts lobby are positive signs. 
Certainly it has been brought home to 
the Cabinet that it has to look more 
carefully and particularly at its 
funding for the arts.
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TRUST’S OZ CONTENT
For 1982 the Elizabethan Theatre Trust 
seemed to be facing a 50% cut in funds, but 
it turns out that though its money has been 
reduced from the $268,000 of 1981 the 
outcome is nothing like so swingeing. It has 
received a base amount of $134,000, will 
collect its $20,000 Challenge Grant release 
with the potential to raise $20,000 more on 
the three for one basis and has an amount 
of $80,000 specifically earmarked for 
Australian content.
General Manager, Jeffry Joynton Smith, 
welcomes the tied subsidy. “Up till now we 
have had to push the commercial product 
so that somewhere along the line we could 
present Australian material. Now the if- 
we-do-well-at-the-box-office part has been 
removed.” Their major commitments in 
1982 are Sadlers Wells Royal Ballet, 
Sesame Street, Barnum, then what Joynton 
Smith fondly terms “Anthony’s Choices” , 
namely Pina Bausch’s Wuppertal Dance 
Theatre and the Piccolo Teatro of Milan, 
and thirdly a now assured strong 
Australian commitment.
•hony Steel
Artistic Director, Anthony Steel, has 
solid hopes for what with a limited amount 
can be done. “We will be spreading it thinly 
in an attempt at the end of the year to show 
we have done a lot with a little and used the 
money intelligently and wisely. It is almost 
more important for the Trust’s future than 
its direct outcome in 1982.”
When the loss chalked up on Celluloid 
Heroes was $180,000, the whole $80,000 
could easily go on one production — a 
Sydney season of the ADT, for instance. 
Spreading it thinly, though, would allow
the Trust’s name to be associated with a 
wide range of activity. So far, firm 
commitments have not gone beyond a 
small involvement in the Human Veins 
Sydney showing, but they might consider 
bringing Squirts to a small NSW venue, 
and Shorts could easily have had a 
Melbourne airing if Mel Gibson had been 
available. Equally, though, smaller ven­
tures could be moved between state 
capitals away from the Sydney/Melbourne 
axis. Now is the time for groups to 
bombard the Trust with suggestions.
Interestingly, in the face of recent bouts 
of chronic Trust bashing, some surprising 
statistics have been put together which 
reveal that, despite the general view of 
massive overseas content, the AETT's 
record of Australian involvement for the 
four years 1977-80 has been considerable. 
Excluding two fully imported shows, the 
Old Vic from London and the Acting 
Company from New York, there were 19 
productions only seven of which had 
substantial overseas content. No less than 
14 were directed by Australians. The 
proportion of actors is even higher; 126 out 
of 131 were locals, with the 11 “others” 
being involved in only 377 out of a total of 
1,514 performances. Playwrights fared less 
well with only four of the shows being 
locally written. The $80,000 special 
allocation will go some way to redress this 
in 1982.
KEMP’S DREAM________
Lindsay Kemp, who m esm erised, 
astounded and occasionally enraged 
Australia in the ’70s with his production of 
Flowers — based on Genet’s Our Lady of 
the Flowers — is back in the country once 
more.
He started his national tour in Brisbane 
last month, proceeds to Melbourne and 
then Sydney this month and Adelaide and 
Newcastle in March. As well as Flowers, the 
company are also performing Kemp’s new 
creation, The Dream, based on A Mid­
summer Night’s Dream, with Lindsay 
Kemp playing Puck. The company re­
ceived a commission in 1976 from the 
Teatro Eliseo of Rome and the Teatro 
Nazionale of Milan to mount a production 
of A Midsummer Night’s Dream and they 
put this together during an Italian tour of 
Flowers. Premiered in Rome that October it 
was successful from the start and has been 
steadily refined and reworked ever since.
“What I want to do with the theatre is to 
restore the glamour of the Folies Bergeres, 
the danger of the circus, the eroticism of 
rock’n’roll and the shiver of death” says 
Lindsay Kemp.
AWARD TO SYDNEY 
THEATRE COMPANY
Four years on and the Sydney Critics Circle 
Annual Award for “significant con­
tribution to theatre” is still currently the 
only award given to members of the 
theatrical profession.
Richard Wherrett
This year’s went to the Sydney Theatre 
Company, selected from an imposing list of 
finalists: John Bell, Nick Enright, Rodney 
Fisher, Barry Otto, Brian Thompson, and 
the STC.
NEW MOON OVER QLD
Australia’s only professional touring 
drama company opened in Cairns on 
January 27. The Central and Northern 
Queensland Theatre Company is now, 
more theatrically, known as New Moon 
Theatre Company.
Its first season opened with Reg 
Livermore and Patrick Flynn’s Ned Kelly 
— the electric music show first staged in 
Adelaide in 1977 — directed by Terry 
O’Connell and designed by David Bell. 
Each production plays Cairns Civic 
Centre, Townsville Civic Theatre, Mackay 
Theatre Royal and Rockhampton Pilbeam 
Theatre. After June the company intends 
to expand its touring circuit to more exotic 
destinies.
The other productions are Shakespeare’s 
Macbeth (director Petei Barclay, designer 
David Bell), the Australian premiere of No
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Orchids for Miss Blandish by Chinchilla 
writer Robert David MacDonald (adapted 
from the thriller by James Hadley «Chase 
and directed by Terry O’Connell with 
designer Anthony Babicci) and the 
Australian premiere of the rock opera 
Tommy by Pete Townshend and The Who 
(director Peter Barclay, designer Anthony 
Babicci).
New Moon has a resident ensemble of 
actors: Robert Arthur, Valerie Bader, Bob 
Baines, Stephen Clark, Debra May, 
Margaret Moore, Wayne Pigram, Kris 
Ralph, John Rush, David Sandford and 
Joe Spano. Michael Elliott is lighting 
designer, Aku Kadogo is movement 
instructor and Ross Brewer is sound 
designer. Peter Barclay and Terry 
O’Connell are New Moon’s Artistic 
Directors and Paul lies, ex Nimrod and 
STC Adelaide, General Manager.
The company has received commercial 
sponsorship from The Shell Company of 
Australia Ltd, MIM Holdings Ltd and 
BHP. The Theatre Board grant is $79,000, 
Queensland Government contribute 
$79,000 and there are box office guarentees 
Irom five city and shire councils totalling 
$115,000.
QTC IN 82______________
As most theatre companies, faced with 
massive Federal funding cuts, look for 
areas on which to save, the Queensland
Theatre Company is meeting the challenge 
of a 20% drop in income with an 
intentionally aggressive policy. Apart from 
a reduction in their Tangent season (and 
three plays to two only seems to confirm 
that the board sees this alternative wing as 
the tail that must not be seen to wag the 
dog) the company under Alan Edwards has 
unfurled all its sails to meet the storm and, 
in a policy of which President Roosevelt in 
their recent hit, Annie, might have 
approved, opted for increased employment 
and greater outlay. A high profile 
programme of plays for 1982, a large 
proportion of which require sizeable casts 
and high production costs, is being 
matched by a commitment to up the 
already formidable subscriber list and 
other attempts at paying the way, such as 
wooing the local business fraternity with a 
scheme of seat sponsorship.
The year kicks off with Hello Dolly, 
continuing the practice of beginning with a 
musical that will get the subscribers to bite. 
A commendable step has been taken 
however in luring Sheila Bradley, a 
Brisbane performer of enormous musical 
comedy talent, from the local theatre 
restaurant circuit to play the lead. Many 
believed that she was the natural choice for 
the lead in Gypsy, two years ago, which 
instead went to a soapie queen with 
disastrous results that are now part of QTC 
folklore.
Next comes O’Neill’s masterpiece, A 
Long Day’s Journey into Night, which, even 
if it is pared down from its original five
hours, is a bold and exciting choice; the 
QTC had a great success with their last 
O’Neill, Robin Lovejoy’s 1980 production 
of Mourning Becomes Electra. There are 
two recent Australian pieces, Upton’s The 
Warhorse and the more remarkable 
Einstein, by Ron Elisha, plus a third, if the 
November slot, usually left empty until late 
in the year, is filled by Williamson’s The 
Perfectionist. Eduardo de Filippo’s stylish 
warm-hearted comedy of family crisis and 
celebration, Saturday, Sunday, Monday 
should prove popular, as should Shaffer’s 
Amadeus, though I must assume that the 
revised version is being used: had the 
QTC’s notoriously censorious board got a 
whiff, as it were, of the play’s scatological 
screeds, I’m sure they would never have 
given it the seal of approval.
This heroic stand is rounded off by The 
Tempest, an open air production for the 
Commonwealth Games Festival ’82 and 
for which previous Shakespeares-in-the- 
park have been trial runs. There may be 
unpremeditated ironies in performing a 
play dealing with the theme of colonial 
domination in the midst of what may turn 
out to be a volatile wider scenario, certainly 
if the Hon Russ Hinze’s perturbation is 
anything to go by. All the same, one 
wonders how many Brisbanites will be 
around to see the production and how 
many will have fled the tourists and headed 
for the coast.
The QTC have again chosen to appoint 
not an associate director but an assistant, 
with limited responsibility. Greg Gesch, an
Peter Barclay, Paul lies and Terry O’Connell — New Moon. Photo: David Wilson.
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actor with the company in minor roles for 
some time, follows Peter Duncan in this 
position. With fairly limited directorial 
experience, he will be responsible for The 
Warhorse and one of the Tangent shows. 
The other is in the hands of Duncan Wass, 
an actor of experience and standing with 
the company and one of the few to be on a 
twelve month contract this year.
THEATRE ACT IN 
CANBERRA____________
George Whaley has re-named Canberra’s 
Fortune Theatre, and announced a series 
of productions. First for the new Theatre 
ACT will be Whaley’s own adaptation of 
Steele Rudd’s On Our Selection, with 
Michael Boddy as Dad and John Derum as 
Dave. It opens at the Playhouse this 
month, and will be followed immediately 
by Ron Elisha’s Einstein.
After an Anzac Day special at the War 
Memorial, the company will present a 
large-scale children’s show at the Canberra 
Theatre, and will finish the year with 
another double season at the Playhouse. 
Whaley hopes to involve Don Asker’s 
Human Veins dance company in a small- 
scale adaptation of Peer Gynt, to be given
in conjunction with Hamlet on Ice. Some 
lunch time plays are also likely.
Whaley’s audition classes, held during 
November and December, attracted 55 
hopefuls, six or eight of whom will work 
with Theatre ACT in 1982.
EINSTEIN IN SYDNEY
Frederick Parslow, one of Australia’s most 
talented actors, will be coming to Sydney to 
perform in the Melbourne Theatre Com­
pany’s production of Ron Elisha’s highly 
acclaimed play, Einstein.
Parslow is well known to Melbourne 
though not to Sydney audiences. His 
performance in Einstein earned him best 
performance of the year from Age theatre 
critic, Leonard Radic, and he has just 
completed a successful season in the MTC 
production of Amadeus, playing Salieri, the 
arch rival of Mozart, in Peter Shaffer’s 
multi-award winning play.
In the play Einstein, the great scientist is 
facing imminent death. He is confronted by 
the changing patterns of his life — by 
mirror images of his exuberant, dedicated 
youth and his much honoured, stagnant 
middle age. His great intellectual feats, that 
are accompanied by failures in personal
relationships, and his stunning flashes of 
discovery, that are followed by years of 
false directions and disappointments, jostle 
for his attention.
Einstein has a cast of three: Frederick 
Parslow who plays Einstein aged 76 years, 
Garry Down plays Einstein aged trom 
40 to 66 years, and Roger Oakley who plays 
Einstein from 26 to 40 years. The play is 
directed by Bruce Myles and designed by 
Richard Prins. It starts at the York 
Theatre, Seymour Centre, on February 4.
CHANGES. . .------------------------------------------------------------
Stephen Barry resigned from the National
Theatre, Perth during December last year
and will be returning to England to take up
a position there. . . John Little, Marketing
and Promotions Manager at the AETT for
the last seven years, has left the Trust to set
up in business on his own. He will still be
retained by the Trust, though as Marketing
and Promotions Consultant and his new
company will be the Trust’s official
advertising agency. . . Soon after George
Whaley left NIDA to head the Fortune
Theatre Company in Canberra, Ian
Cookesley, Head of Production at NIDA,
left to rejoin the technical staff at the MTC
and Peter Carmody, who has taught history
denck Parslow as Einstein.
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of theatre and directed plays at NIDA for 
the past seven years, has rejoined the 
profession as a freelance actor/director, 
and lecturer on theatre. Tony Barclay has 
become NIDA’s new Dramaturg. . . Bar­
bara Allen, previously Publicity Officer at 
La Boite, has moved on to become 
Community Arts Officer for greater 
Brisbane and John Stanwell has taken her 
place at La Boite. . .
CONTEMPORARY 
PERFORMANCE 
CENTRE________________
A de-consecrated church in Hawthorn, one 
of Melbourne’s gentler suburbs, houses the 
C ontem porary Performance Centre, 
Melbourne’s newest, and in the parlance of 
restaurateurs, most ambient venue, with its 
high vaulted ceilings of polished pine, 
resonant wooden floors, stained glass 
windows overlooking a messanine gallery. 
The proportions are generous and the 
acoustics rich. It looks full with a hundred 
people but can seat up to four hundred.
Established and entrepreneured by the 
Rusden Drama Department, it is the brain 
child of its Artistic Director, John Ellis, 
who said that “ Its programme will be 
developed gradually with the emphasis on 
a relatively small number of projects 
operating under optimum conditions, 
including the opportunity to workshop and 
rehearse in the space, and will variously 
involve professional companies, educators 
and talented students. These projects will 
include intensive experimental workshops, 
ongoing research and innovative pro­
ductions.”
Like the Mill Theatre in Geelong, the 
Contemporary Performance Centre 
affirms the strength and aesthetic integrity 
of refurbished theatre spaces. It is ideally 
suited to, in fact demands, productions 
that take space seriously and we can look 
forward to directors and designers rising to 
the challenge and inspiration it offers.
ANOTHER NEW 
COMPANY IN WA
With three or four new theatre companies 
springing up in Perth during 1981 — and 
not all surviving to tell the tale — the Swan 
River Stage Company seems to be setting 
out on quite a different tack. Its principal 
objective is to develop, through work­
shops, new plays using WA talent.
The company’s first season is composed 
of two plays — The Dreamers by 
Aboriginal writer Jack Davis, a detailed 
portrait of urban Aboriginal life and 
beyond that about dreams, death and the 
survival of the individual and the commun­
ity. The second is a children’s play, with 
songs, by Volker Ludwig for the Festival of 
Perth/Mount Lawley Children’s Festival 
of Performing Arts called Max and Milli.
SHAKESPEARE STUDY 
TOUR__________________
Theatre tours usually involve visits to a 
succession of famous theatres — “If this is 
Thursday, it must be La Scala” — with 
performances thrown in. The Shakespeare 
Study Tour is entirely different. Its object is 
to study the plays in performance and it is 
designed for those who want to do more 
than just sit and watch them. The group 
will see performances by the Royal 
Shakespeare Company in London and 
Stratford, but that is just the start of the 
process. There will be lectures on the plays 
and post-performance seminars conducted 
by leading scholars and critics, sessions in 
which the group can talk with the 
practitioners about their work, backstage 
visits and workshop sessions in which the
group will explore the plays from the 
inside. As well as all this, there will be 
excursions to historical sites associated 
with the plays and access to one of the 
world’s best Shakespearean stage history 
collections.
The tour is organised by the Department 
of Adult Education, University of Sydney 
in conjunction with the Shakespeare 
Institute of the University of Birmingham. 
The cost of $2,900 includes all fares, three- 
star accommodation with breakfasts, all 
tuition, excursions and theatre tickets. 
Further information is available from Ms 
D Dukes, Adult Education, University of 
Sydney, 692 2907.
MOVED
Please note: the Editorial Office of 
Theatre Australia is no longer at 
36 Clarence St, Sydney.
Our new address is:
1st Fllor,
Elizabethan Theatre Trust Building, 
153, Dowling Street,
Potts Point. NSW 2011 
Telephone: (02) 3571200
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DECCfl
15 NEW RELEASES FROM 
POLYGRAM CLASSICS
FULLY IMPORTED
16 Q 6769 074 DIGITAL *$175
LIVE FROM 
BAYREUTH  
THE BOULEZ -  
CHEREAU RING
LIVE FROM LINCOLN  
CENTER
THE CONCERT OF 
THE DECADE
Sutherland •  Pavarotti
Horne • Bonynge_____
2 O D255D2 DIGITAL 
*$24.00  
2 B K 2 5 5 K 2 2  
DIGITAL *$28.00
GIUSEPPE VERDI 
A MASKED BALL____________
Domingo •  Ricciarelli •  Obraztsova 
• Bruson
Chorus and Orchestra of La Scala, 
M ilan
Claudio Abbado, Conductor_______
3 0  2740 251 *$33.00 
3 B  3378 111 *$39.00___________
HECTOR BERLIOZ 
REQUIEM_________________
Placido Domingo,Tenor 
Chorus and Orchestra of Paris 
D aniel Barenboim, Conductor
2 0  2707 119 *$22.00
WOLFGANG AM ADEUS  
MOZART
ASCANIO IN ALBA________
Sukis •  B altsa •  M athis 
Auger •  Schreier 
Salzburg Chamber Choir 
Salzburg M ozarteum Orchestra 
Leopold Hager, Conductor______
3 0  2740181 *$33.00________
POPULAR SONGS_________
Jose Carreras, Tenor 
E nglish  Chamber Orchestra 
Benzi, Ros-Marba, Muller,
Stapleton, Conductors_______
4 0  6768 283 *$44.00
JU LES M ASSENET  
WERTHER
Carreras •  von Stade •  A llen  
•  Buchanan •  Lloyd 
Orchestra of the Royal Opera 
House, Covent Garden
Colin Davis, Conductor______
3 0  6769 051 *$33.00
JOSEPH HAYDN
THE SEASONS____________
M athis •  Jerusalem  
• Fischer-Dieskau  
Academ y o f St. 
M artin-In-The-Fields 
N eville Marriner, Director 
3 O 6769 068 DIGITAL *$36.00
GIUSEPPE VERDI 
IL TROVATOR E ___________
Ricciarelli •  Carreras 
Orchestra of the Rovai Opera 
House, Covent Garden
Colin Davis, Conductor________
3 O 6769 063 DIGITAL *$36.00  
3 B  7654 063 DIGITAL *$42.00
JOSEPH HAYDN  
L’INFEDELTÀ DELUSA
M athis •  H endricks •  Ahnsjo 
•  Baldin •  D evlin  
Chamber Orchestra Lausanne
A ntal Dorati, Conductor_______
3 0  6769 061 *$33.00________ __
SERATE MUSICALE  
SONGS AND MELODIES 
BY ROSSINI • BELLINI • 
DONIZETTI > MASSENET
Joan Sutherland, Soprano
Richard Bonynge, Piano_______
3 O D125D 3 *$33.00
RICHARD WAGNER 
TRISTAN AND ISOLDE_______
M itchinson •  Gray •  W ilkens •  Joli 
•  Howell
Chorus and Orchestra of the Welsh 
N ational Opera
R eginald Goodall, Conductor______
5 O D250D 5 DIGITAL *$60.00 
3 B  K250K 53 DIGITAL *$70.00
MY OWN STORY
Luciano Pavarotti, Jtenor 
2 Q D253D 2 *$14.00
RECITAL
INCLUDING ARIAS FROM 
FEDORA • MEFISTOFELE 
ADRIANA LECOUVREUR 
L’AFRICANA • WERTHER 
ANDREA CHENIER 
FANCIULLA DEL WEST
MANON LESCAUT___________
Luciano Pavarotti,Tenor 
N ational Philharm onic Orchestra  
de Fabritiig and Chailly,
Conductors_______________________
O SXDL 7504 DIGITAL *$11.99 
B  KSXDC 7504 DIGITAL *$13.99
* Recommended retail price 
ALL REPERTOIRE AVAILABLE 
DELAYS NOTWITHSTANDING
PP81/144
Give the gift 
of music.
Marketed in Australia by PolyGram Records
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After Barnum, the next big American 
musical we may see is 42nd Street, the 
smash-hit extravaganza glorifying the 
songs from bygone, bigtime Broadway 
and Hollywood musicals. It opened at 
New York’s 1625-seat Majestic 
Theatre in August, 1980, and is still 
booked out six months ahead, with a 
$US6 million advance, as it nears its 
600th performance.
Helen Montagu, Australian-born 
London and New York based entre­
preneur, was here in December sizing 
up Sydney, Melbourne and Adelaide 
theatres capable of staging this big 
show and also with auditoriums large 
enough to be economic for such a 
costly production. Looks like Her 
Majesty’s for Sydney and the Palais for 
Melbourne, with late this year or early 
next the date.
I understand this will be the first, 
and probably the only independent 
production outside America permitted 
by US producer David Merrick, who 
has a profound respect for Australian 
showbiz knowhow. Elsewhere, 
Merrick will propably insist on staging 
the show himself. It’s of interest that 
his own number two company does 
not open till next December, in 
Chicago.
Helen Montagu also now has Robyn 
Archer under her wing and will present 
a revised and retitled version of A Star 
Is Torn in May. She says Robyn scored 
in London last year by not proclaiming 
herself a star, as another Australian 
contender did, but opening modestly 
in a small venue and leaving it to the 
critics themselves to “discover” her 
talent.
Good news for MLC Theatre Royal 
Company director Frederick Gibson
was that Mark Medoff s Children o f a
Lesser God, which he will stage here 
this year, was chosen as the best play of 
the 1980-81 legit season by the Society 
of West End Theatres. This drama 
about the love of a speech therapist 
and his deaf mute pupil, which also 
collected best acting awards for its two 
stars, Trevor Eve and Elizabeth Quinn, 
beat a field that included Peter Nichols’ 
Passion Play, Brian Friel’s Translations 
and Simon Gray’s Quartermain s 
Terms.
The new Andrew Lloyd Webber
concoction, Cats, was selected as the 
best musical, beating Barnum, One Mo’ 
Time and Best Little Whorehouse.
On Broadway, as here, there 
appears to be investment money 
available for musicals, but very little 
for drama and earnest theatregoers 
must look to Off and Off-Off Broad­
way for more substantial fare. 
Fortunately for them, the scene there 
this season is reportedly one of 
outstanding theatre of expansive range 
and source, the offerings including 
American, British, Chinese-American 
and Americanised Japanese.
Wot? No Australian! So it seems, 
which is a pity, considering the wealth 
of local material available. For 
example, most of the nine one-actors 
staged jointly by the King O’Malley 
and Sydney Theatre companies late 
last year were well worthy of wider 
audiences than those that jam-packed 
the Sydney Stables Theatre every night. 
Here, maybe, is fresh scope for the 
World Theatre Exchange. Many of the
Ruth Cracknell — Christmas in London.
new US pieces, to judge by the reviews, 
would do well here.
As Australian Opera tickets get 
dearer and dearer, the New' York City 
Opera has reduced its prices by 20 
percent for its season opening at the 
New York State Theatre on February 
26. Some stall seats will be as low as 
$12 and the gallery $4. The move 
follows a 1981 boost to a top price of 
$25 which increased the dollar intake,
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but cut subscriptions from 67 percent 
of capacity to 30 percent.
In contrast, the Met Opera next 
door is still averaging a $37 top and 
holding subscribers to a 60 percent 
capacity.
On the home front, however, opera 
remains most popular of the perform­
ing arts at Sydney Opera House. 
Annual report statistics show that 155 
performances drew 146,975 patrons 
for an average 91 percent capacity. 
Ballet’s 127 performances had 146,544 
patrons for 90 percent and drama 
brought 143,072 to 383 performances 
for an average 75 percent capacity. For 
films, 1027 screenings attracted only 
84,598 viewers, an average 24 percent 
of capacity.
At a recent opening at the Nimrod 
Downstairs, a manager asked the 
audience to “squeeze up a bit” 
because, he said, it appeared they were 
going to have “a very full house” . 
There is no such thing. A theatre has so 
many seats and when they are 
occupied it is a “full house” . Manage­
ment should sell no more tickets than 
there are seats, allowing always for the 
bringing in of extra chairs and the use 
of spare space on stairways. I know 
every theatre needs every sale and
Robyn Archer — scored in London.
there is nothing more satisfying than 
being part of a capacity audience. But 
please, in the name of reasonable 
safety and comfort, never a “very full 
house”.
Ad libs:
•  When The Fantasticks opened on 
May 3, 1960, book and lyric writer 
Tom Jones hoped for 100 perfor­
mances, composer Harvey Schmidt 
that it would run through the weekend. 
At New York’s Sullivan Street Theatre 
on December 20 it notched up its 
9000th performance.
•  A legit adaptation of New York 
author Helene Hanffs delightful book 
84 Charing Cross Road opened in 
London to warm plaudits from most 
critics.
•  Actress Jessie Matthews, who died 
last August aged 74, left a portrait and 
bust of herself to London’s Tate 
Gallery and her wardrobe to the 
National Theatre.
•  London revival of Sound of Music, 
at times playing to a standing-room- 
only 101 percent capacity, is selling 
tickets for June and beyond.
•  Ruth Cracknell spent Christmas in 
London as a house guest of entre­
preneur Helen Montagu.
•  When the musical Candide, which 
the Nimrod now plans to present, was 
first staged many years ago, J C 
Williamson's, then in its heyday, 
rejected it as too permissive for 
Australian audiences.
DESIGNERS AND MANUFACTURERS OF 
ARCHITECTURAL DEVICES 
POWER FLYING SYSTEMS 
COUNTERWEIGHT SYSTEMS 
STAGE FURNISHINGS 
CURTAINS, CYCLORAMA, ETC.
ELECTRO MECHANICAL DEVICES FOR THE 
INDUSTRY
SPECIAL CONTROL SYSTEMS 
THEATRICAL COMPONENTS
p e t e r  a l b r e c h t  o o r p o r a t i o n
325 EAST CHICAGO STREET 
MILWAUKEE 
WISCONSIN 53202 USA 
Telephone 414-272-2811 
Telex 26-859 ALBRECHT MIL 
TELEPHONE 414-272-2811 
TELEX 26-859 ALBRECHT MIL
223 PARK STREET, 
SOUTH MELBOURNE. 
VICTORIA, 3205 AUSTRALIA 
TELEPHONE (03) 699 6371 
TELEX: 37277 PACAL
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T he W orld o f  
H arlequ in
So/eri's Arlecchino with Columbine from the Piccolo Teatro di Milano.
The Festival of Perth and the AETT 
are bringing to Australia for the first 
time Italy’s most famous theatre 
company, Piccolo Teatro di Milano — 
formed in 1947 to preserve and 
develop the great Italian tradition of 
the commedia dell’arte.
The production, Harlequin and the 
Others, is dedicated to the history and 
world of masks, ie to that extra­
ordinary chapter in the history of 
Italian theatre that began somewhere 
in the Middle Ages, and had its heyday 
between the 16th and 18th centuries.
It created and combined, with 
unsurpassable critical and expressive 
bite, the fundamental types of the 
Italian society of the time, making 
them the protagonists of an endless 
series of picturesque and significant 
adventures, the characters of a 
universe that reflected the opinions, 
moral codes, hopes, fears and 
problems of the real world.
Harlequin (or more correctly 
Arlecchino) is the pivot of the 
Commedia characters. He is the poor 
servant, always hungry, who cannot 
but live on a day-to-day basis, naive as 
a result of his lacking any prospects, 
made astute by necessity, lithe and 
frisky in self-defence, a procurer to 
satisfy the market demand, a thief in 
order to get justice.
The others, then, are “the others”: 
from the despotic master to the nasty, 
threatening soldier and the doctor who 
intimidates him through his use of 
Latin quotations; these characters 
represent the social powers and classes 
in whose hands the people were but a 
passive instrument.
The play is a collection of cues and 
texts from various epochs, famous 
jokes, extracts from shows which 
figure in the history of the Milan 
Piccolo Teatro, such as the ever-lasting 
Servitore di due padroni (The servant of 
two masters). It tells the story of this
emblematical character from his 
origin, confused with that of other 
servants, to the full delineation of his 
peculiar personality, achieved firstly 
through the anonymous dramatic 
improvisations of the early commedia 
troupes and, subsequently, through 
Carlo Goldoni’s scripts.
This production has the man 
regarded as the greatest Harlequin of 
this century, Ferrucio Soleri, leading 
the group of actors from Teatro 
Piccolo. He trained at the National 
Academy of Dramatic Art in Rome, 
researching texts, prints of the time 
and the making of the masks them­
selves, but, he says, “Arlecchino was 
for me still a mask without a face. . . 
until 1959 when I saw for the first time 
Arlecchino played by Marcello 
Moretti in an unforgettable per­
formance. For me it was a revelation. 
On stage Arlecchino had lost the 
stereotyped and conventional 
character of the mask and gained 
immeasurably in human terms — 
fleshy, peasant-like, rustic; an 
authentic and popular character.
“My Arlecchino slowly took shape 
like a living person, absorbed into the 
society in which 1 live in and where 
Arlecchino can represent, both on the 
psychological and emotional level, not 
so much a model as the human 
sensibility. This is why I think my 
Arlecchino, that is based in and cannot 
entirely leave the great ‘human’ 
portrayal by Moretti, has become 
‘historic’ — the image of a man 
fighting in two worlds with all the 
contradictions, cunning, and meddle­
some mess.”
Rarely do we get to see the finest 
exponents of a major theatrical form, 
such as commedia, in Australia. Its 
impact has been enormous all dqwn 
the centuries, but with the present 
concern with skills and action, as 
against word, commedia’s influence is 
undimmed and in its pure form 
remains enthralling, enlightening and 
engrossing theatre.
Soleri will be appearing with the 
Piccolo Teatro di Milano at the Perth 
Festival from February 24 to March 6. 
The company will then perform at the 
Canberra Theatre, Canberra, from 
March 9 to 13. A special extended 
season has been arranged for Sydney 
by the Elizabethan Theatre Trust and 
the Perth Festival and will be held at 
the Seymour Centre from March 15 to 
27.
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N E W  W R ITIN G  IN  1982
by Suzanne Spunner
Barry Dickins was born in Reservoir, 
and for a time he lived in Carlton when 
it was still cheap. In recent years he’s 
lived in St Kilda near the laughing jaws 
of Luna Park and now in a decaying 
block of flats in Prahran. On his 
letterbox there’s a padlock and an 
engraved and curlicued aluminium 
name plate which reads, “Alsation 
Mimic-Len H Dim lives here” .
On the door of his flat there’s a 
drawing of a long snouted chap and 
beneath it, “Home of Barry Dickins, 
opening bat for The Dead”. Inside 
there’s a large colour TV set (courtesy 
of four articles for The Herald), a 
mangey koala bear, two large framed 
photographs of Mo, and a collection of 
presumably significant books — The 
Horse’s Mouth, Pickwick Papers, 
Steppenwolf The Myth o f Sisyphus,
The Heart o f Darkness and very little 
else.
We drank beer and mineral water 
from red and yellow spotted tumblers 
which Barry produced from his green 
plastic shopping bag, and he talked. 
Dickins always looks poor, on good 
days he just looks less poor, almost 
always he’s just getting over something 
or just coming down with something; 
he has no teeth and the seat of his pants 
is always shiny, if it’s there at all. He’s 
rarely happy, almost invariably para­
noid, and even when he tells you his 
woes, as he always does, he makes you 
laugh. And, no matter what, he writes. 
In Melbourne there is no writer more 
prolific, except perhaps Roger Pulvers, 
whom Dickins not surpisingly regards 
as his shadow.
Barry Dickins has written more than 
14 plays since his first, Ghosts, was 
staged at La Mama in 1974. His latest, 
The Sadness of Lennie Lower opens this 
month at The Playbox.
In 1978 his Fools Shoe Hotel shared 
the APG Playwrights Competition 
with Stephen Sewell’s Traitors. In 
1979, he received a 12 month Liter­
ature Board Fellowship, and since 
then he has been writer-in-residence at 
La Mama, the Victorian College of the 
Arts and in January this year he 
became Playwright-in-residence at 
The Playbox. Last year his plays, The 
Death o f Minnie and The Banana 
Bender were published in the Theatre 
Australia New Writing series by 
Currency Press.
He is a regular newspaper columnist 
and cartoonist and at present has 
comic series and cartoons in The Age, 
The Herald, The Review and The 
Melbourne Times, and is about to 
appear in Vogue. He contributes 
fantastical book reviews to 3AR, to 
wit, “Mandingo at Merri Creek”, 
“The History of Preston” by Manning 
Clarke, and last year his auto­
biography, The Gift O f The Gab was 
published. He also writes poetry in the 
manner of Dylan Thomas, does 
lovingly detailed cartoons and cari­
catures for the programmes of his 
plays, often paints his own sets and has
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directed and acted in his own plays.
Despite all this he is barely known 
outside Melbourne. There were a 
couple of productions in Sydney last 
year but he still feels rejected by the 
Sydney theatre establishment. His 
three productions at The Playbox, The 
Death of Minnie, The Golden Golden- 
bergs and The Interrogation of Angel all 
played to capacity house in the small 
upstairs theatre, bui so far there’s been 
no show downstairs and Lennie Lower 
again sees Dickins upstairs? — “If 
theatre is Ludo, what do you have to 
do to get a guernsey?” He says he’s sick 
and tired of playing in small theatres 
— “I want to see a couple of hundred 
people laughing”.
Dickins’ plays are peopled with 
eccentrics; plain eccentrics like Mag 
and Bag in The Horror o f The Suburban 
Nature Strip who take turns at being 
the budgie and playing on their swing 
preening themselves; or pilloried 
eccentric innocents like the man who 
has his teeth ripped out by the 
maniacal dentist with the boltcutters in 
The Rotten Teeth Show or Ken Wright, 
the boy who can’t speak with the elk’s 
head above his bed. In his best plays — 
The Bridal Suite, The Death Of Minnie, 
The Golden Goldenbergs and Lennie 
Lower — they are raging eccentrics 
who defy death even as it is about to 
take them.
His heroes are all tragic comics, mad 
men of the people: Mo, Lennie Lower, 
Tony Hancock and Lenny Bruce — 
most of them Jews. Dickins has an 
uncanny affinity for Jews, years of 
being around Acland St and the cheap 
boarding houses in St Kilda only 
partly explains it, the real reason lies 
more in his identification with the 
particular comic imagination of the 
dispossessed. He has a similar feeling 
for the disinherited rural battlers and 
itinerant workers and his comedy has 
consciously invoked and paid tribute 
to a working class Australian comic 
tradition, many of his short newspaper 
pieces are written in the style of Lower, 
and he has revived Dad and Dave and 
relocated them on a vacant lot beside 
Georges.
The play about Lennie Lower has 
been Dickins’ passion for years now, 
never has he done so much research or 
so many drafts; of all his eccentrics 
Lower is the closest to himself. For 
Dickins, Lower is the ultimate 
journalist, and the play is opening with 
a benefit night for the AJA. “Lower 
entertained every class from cabbies 
and waitresses to intellectuals who 
read Gorki and Dostoyevsky, yet the 
higher echelon of the press sneer at him 
now and say he was a drunken bum.” 
Denis Moore will play Lower and 
Dickins is hoping to direct it himself, 
though The Playbox has assigned it to 
Rex Cramphorn. Dickins says it will be 
refined theatre craft but he wants it to
be, “rough as guts, all broken glass and 
smashed teeth, a bagatelle of sight 
gags, pratfalls, routines and such 
dances with crutches. . .”
Afterwards, Almost Managing have 
plans to take the show to Sydney for a 
season at the Bondi Pavillion. Mean­
while Dickins is writing a new show for 
Annie O’Shannassy who starred in 
One Woman Shoe at La Mama last 
year, and he’s begun a play about 
Lenny Bruce in Australia.
Recently some schoolkids doing a 
project on cartoonists, wrote to him 
and he sent them a drawing and the 
immortal advice — “Always start with 
the nose hairs”.
HEWETT
New
Romance
With 
The 
Past
by Michael Le Moignan
One of Western Australia’s best-loved 
exports, playwright Dorothy Hewett 
has exchanged the wide open peace of 
her native WA wheatbelt for a town 
house in Sydney with a constant 
Cacophony of traffic from two of the 
city’s busiest streets.
It was not a question of the grass 
being greener: for the few professional 
playwrights in Australia, the lawn is
not particularly lush on either side of 
the cultural dingo-fence.
A commission such as the one 
Dorothy Hewett has received from the 
Perth Playhouse, for a new play to 
premiere in the 1982 Perth Festival (9 
February to 6 March) is worth 
approximately 5% of the average fee 
paid for an Australian feature film 
script. Further royalties in the form of 
a share of box office revenue usually
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do little to make up the deficit, unless 
the play is exceptionally successful.
Dorothy Hewett freely admits that 
the only play so far that has made her 
any money has been The Man From 
Mukinupin. Rodney Fisher’s lively 
production of that play for the STC 
played to packed houses for a six week 
run at the Sydney Opera House, and 
other productions were mounted in 
Adelaide, Melbourne, Brisbane and 
Perth, where it formed part of WA’s 
150th anniversary celebrations. The 
play is all too rarely the thing with 
which to pay the rent.
One of the few things Dorothy 
Hewett has in common with Ernest 
Hemingway is an ability to write 
brilliantly about places she has left. 
Mukinupin, like Dylan Thomas’ 
village in Under Milk Wood, had a 
wonderful authenticity of observation, 
as well as a deeper, more poetic truth.
The new play, Fields of Heaven, is, 
she says, quite different from 
Mukinupin: it’s set in the same area but 
different in theme, in tone and in style. 
It is a romantic tragedy set in the 
Champs Elysees of the WA hinterland.
The main theme is a love story about 
the destructive power of sexual love. A 
secondary theme is the destruction of
the environment, by greed and by the 
impact of agriculture. It is also about 
immigrants, Italian immigrants who 
arrived in WA in some numbers during 
the play’s time-scale, 1929 to 1951, to 
work, to settle or as prisoners-of-war 
from Egypt.
The hero of Fields o f Heaven is Rome 
Badiera, who arrives in WA shortly 
before the Great Depression. A one­
time follower of the Italian fascist 
poet, Gabriel d ’Annunzio, his 
revolutionary enthusiasm has led him 
to be exiled from Italy. In 1929, we find 
him working for a prosperous wheat 
and sheep farmer called Tom Barrow.
In the best traditions of romantic 
literature, the farmer has a beautiful 
daughter, with whom the Italian 
promptly falls in love. And she with 
him. Now, Tom Barrow has highly 
progressive ideas on conservation and 
re-afforestation and the like, but being 
of a frugal nature, he has no intention 
of wasting a perfectly good daughter 
on the hired help.
Poor Louie is sent away to finishing 
school and the Italian, a somewhat 
ruthless and ambitious realist, sets his 
sights a little lower and marries the 
daughter of a smaller farmer next
door. Louie comes home, unsuspect­
ing on the day of the wedding.
But they still find each other 
irresistible, and the affair continues as 
before. Louie, equally ruthless in her 
way, becomes pregnant to force the 
situation to an explosion. Her plan 
fails because the Italian backs off. His 
new wife nobly steps into the family 
breach and offers to bring up Louie’s 
illegitimate son as her own. Defeated 
and heartbroken, Louie is despatched 
to Europe to study painting. Her exile 
and isolation is completed by the 
eruption of the Second World War.
Back in Australia, the Italian is 
making his fortune and Tom Barrow is 
taking to the bottle. By the time Louie 
comes home, the family property is up 
for sale and she has to fight for their 
survival. Her adversary is the only man 
she has ever loved, aided by the 16- 
year-old son she has never been 
allowed to acknowledge.
Those readers who fear I may have 
spoiled their enjoyment of the play by 
revealing too much of the plot may rest 
assured that there are many more 
twists and turns before a bitter-sweet 
conclusion. It is a rich story, un­
ashamedly melodramatic and yet full 
of subtleties, by Wuthering Heights out 
of Gone With the Wind, and if Dorothy 
Hewett’s script is as good as her plot, it 
could be a masterpiece.
Lex Marinos and Natalie Bate from 
Sydney will join the Playhouse 
company to play the two leads, who 
are required to age from 28 to 50 and 
from 16 to 38 respectively in the course 
of the play. The WA cast includes Joan 
Sydney, Alan Cassell and Pat 
Skevington.
Asked by the Playhouse manage­
ment to suggest a director, Dorothy 
Hewett had no hesitation in choosing 
Rodney Fisher — ‘’He’s my favourite 
person to work with.” They are both 
delighted to continue the successful 
collaboration which began with 
Mukinupin.
One problem in Perth will be the 
small Playhouse stage, but they intend 
to keep the scenery as open and 
|  uncluttered as possible, to maintain 
jj the necessary illusion of huge skies and 
5 space. Looking i:o the future, they are 
.a hoping to persuade the Sydney 
|  Theatre Company to put on Fields of 
f  Heaven at the Opera House in 1983. 
I  The export of West Australian 
^ wisdom, warmth and wit continues.
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STEPHEN
SEWELL
In Conversation
With
Anthony Barclay
“The individual has ceased to exist in the 
sense that the word individual has 
previously been understood, this coming 
at a time when because of outmoded 
forms of social relations the individual 
appeared to be the final mode of 
existence possible and moreover these 
two contradictory movements develop­
ing with the same pace and from the 
same source so that now the only 
meaning is no meaning at all for if there 
is any meaning it can only be found in 
social reality. .
Rebekah’s pro/epilogue, a monologue 
from Sewell’s Welcome The Bright 
World.
Katharine Brisbane in “A New Era’’ 
(TA May 1981) defined two elements 
she found that our new dramatists 
shared — she included Sewell in this 
group. “Looked at dispassionately a 
new intellectual kind of cruelty is 
creeping into our theatre, a cruelty that 
has not been there before, because it 
points the finger of accusation at the 
audience. . . (they have) a second 
quality. . . in common. . . they are 
sometimes im patient with the 
dramatic means of discovery and want 
to shake us into caring.”
Stephen Sewell: “I don’t really 
understand the concept of cruelty as 
such. . . to me much Australian 
writing of the 70’s was droll, caricature 
and satire. It strikes me that the 
theatre, the writers, are behind, not 
leading the audiences. My intentipns 
are to express as clearly as I can the 
kinds of contradictions operative in
our society (and the individuals who 
are part of it) in the process of 
transforming it.”
SEWELL AND THE IMPACT.
Jeremy Ridgman’s claim that 
Traitors was the most performed new 
Australian play of 79-80 is difficult to 
dispute. (APG April 79; Nimrod 
February 1980; Canberra Playhouse, 
July 1980; La Boite, August 1980; 
Darwin, August 1981). One can draw 
one’s own conclusions from that, but it 
is indicative of how Sewell powered his 
second major work into our theatre, 
and above all, powered an articulate, 
richly dramatic work, that was as 
assured in form as in content. Yet that 
content was especially political and 
intellectual, avoiding the marshlands 
of farce or easy satire; grounded solidly, 
uncompromising, demanding. And 
that was new in our theatre.
Of course, not everyone liked the 
work. One critic, who at least admitted 
she thought Lenin and Stalin were 
pretty much the same person, found it 
all “good clean Agatha Christie” — a 
response that I find carping, if not 
extraordinary. Or (as Ridgman tells us) 
the infamous first night at La Boite 
which saw the departure of some dozen 
audience, one of whom felt sufficiently 
inspired to leave a “gob of phlegm” on 
the stage. At least that is some index to 
the diffuse passions Sewell can inspire. 
Or, for this writer, the marvellous 
Nimrod opening under the very steady 
hand of Neil Armfield which drew such
excellent performances from Michele 
Fawdon, Barry Otto and the 
irrepressible Max Gillies.
Traitors drew fairly good responses 
from its recent outing in London at the 
Hampstead Theatre (directed by Neil 
Johnstone). But Sewell is relatively 
deferential about all this — especially 
the critical response. To him it reflected 
a kind of c u l t u r a l / n a t i o n a l  
chauvinism, if you like, that an 
Australian playwright could move with 
ease among such complex socio- 
historical material. No critic chal­
lenged the integrity of the play’s 
content. Sewell, though, tempers any 
discussion of this: he is more interested 
in the differences between Australian 
and British audiences and concedes the 
harsher political realities facing the 
latter may have mellowed the 
“shocking brutality” of the Lebeshev- 
Krasin torture scenes. But even the 
more astute Australian audiences 
(those short on gobs of Brisbane 
phlegm) saw this as the play’s concrete 
or physical image of a brutal specific 
problem set in a specific country at a 
specific time. Not that Traitors left one 
without unnerving insights into the 
behaviour of our own liberal demo­
cracies — a matter that Sewell is 
attending to in Welcome The Bright 
World.
SEWELL: THE 
BACKGROUND.
We are all of us familiar with the 
unorthodoxy of some of our better
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playwrights’ backgrounds (Wil­
liamson’s is engineering, Hibberd’s 
medicine); so with Sewell. He 
graduated in 1974 from Sydney 
University in Science and Maths. Of 
University: “hack-work, compart­
ments, abstractions that swerved away 
from contact with the specifities of 
time and place.” It’s a point that 
Sewell returns to again and again.
He does not suggest that play- 
wrighting was arrived at by any 
conscious decision. But now, at least, 
he is very articulate on what a 
playwright should be about: “(one) 
committed to a deep involvement with 
the forces that are transforming 
society, and to much more besides.” 
(TA Jan 1981). A brief but unnoticed 
stint of writing at the Stanley Palmer 
Culture Palace took place in 1974-75. 
But then Sewell travelled North to 
develop an association with La Boite 
commencing more or less in 1976 and 
culminating in 1978 in the production 
of his first full length play The Father 
We Loved On A Beach By The Sea. This 
world premiere opened in July — an 
amateur performance, directed by 
Jeremy Ridgman. La Boite was 
experiencing uneven artistic pro­
gramming and the play was slammed 
by one national critic as well as the 
local Brisbane press. The result — 
fairly poor houses.
But Father had another, more 
successful, run earlier this year by the 
Griffin Theatre at the Stables in 
Sydney. Though the cast tended to be 
uneven and parts of it were over­
written, its power was undeniable; it 
deserves a fully professional outing in 
the future. (For those interested Sewell 
says the work has no autobiographical 
material — it is a series of observations 
of Australia from the 50’s to the 
present day.)
During 1978 the ABC commis­
sioned a work that was to eventually 
become Traitors: and this brought 
Sewell South again. This year he took 
up writer-in-residency at Nimrod from 
July to December.
THE NIMROD RESIDENCY.
The close association that developed 
with Armfield and members of the 
Nimrod Company during Traitors 
meant that Sewell was involved in 
Nimrod affairs prior to his official 
writer-in-residency. That Nimrod’s
changes of policy have attracted a 
great amount of media flak this year 
would be an understatement and it is 
precisely this “media” slant about 
which Sewell feels passionate. He 
admits the recent loss of the four 
women from the Nimrod staff is a 
definite set-back, but argues that a 
process of re-definition from artistic 
policies to audiences for whom the 
work is to be presented are issues that 
all theatre companies must face — 
sooner or later. Nimrod did it in 1981.
He points out rightly that while the 
Women-and-Theatre project attracted 
most flak that the Downstairs box- 
office had overwhelming success. Even 
if its audiences were the converted, still 
Nimrod provided a theatre that was 
not to be found elsewhere in Sydney: 
and that had much to do with the drive 
and energy of Chris Westwood. Of 
course les Belles Dames of Nimrod did 
not sing or seduce all — those pale 
knights-at-arms brought up on a 
steady diet of early ’70’s Nimrod were 
left alone and loitering, the sedge 
withered from the lake. Of course my 
point could be flippant but it is not 
entirely so intended. Re-definition of 
the role of a theatre to its society can 
result in everything from the banal to 
the brilliant and, at best, the issue is 
contentious. For now.
To Sewell the issue of more or less 
equal female/male parts in plays is a 
simple matter of justice. And that does 
not end at the theatre foyer — it is an 
issue that extends deeply into our 
society. The three female roles in 
Welcome are a testimony to this: 
challenging, demanding parts.
And one cannot erase Michele 
Fawdon’s powerful, tormented per­
formance as Anna in Traitors from the 
mind. Two readings of Welcome are 
enough to convince me we are in for a 
similar treat — but that is a matter I 
will leave for the individual to decide.
SEWELL’S BRIGHT OR 
BRAVE WORLDS?
Sewell has been working on Wel­
come for 18 months now and as I write 
the play’s final act is being revised. He 
admits he finds writing a difficult task 
and has freely made draft copies of the 
script available to Armfield and any 
other Nimrod company members 
interested. He also listens attentively 
to the advice of friends whom he
considers to be more politically and 
intellectually astute on the content and 
detail of his plays: there is a fitting 
sense of the co-operative at work here, 
though this is never allowed to 
degenerate into free for all 
contributions.
His next project is a company effort 
to be entitled The Burn Victim which 
Nimrod will stage next year (probably 
April-May). Direction after that is not 
certain but he admits to a desire to 
follow up a broadening interest in the 
Pacific/Australian region and to write 
a comedy on social democracy. At this 
point it seems that Armfield could be 
involved in these works.
If Sewell is uncompromising — or 
perhaps demanding — this can be an 
actor’s delight and an audience’s 
pleasure. Welcome is set in con­
temporary Germany with all the very 
contemporary contradictions of 
liberal democracy — a subject that 
could touch on the raw nerves of those 
concerned about the direction of 
Western societies. To Sewell the play 
dramatises issues which exist in the 
lives of real people, but issues he 
believes we are not paying enough 
atention to.
To Sewell we live in an idealistic 
society in the precise sense that we deal 
with abstractions that avoid real issues 
and, above all, the blantant con­
tradictions that surround us. Interest­
ingly Sewell admits to one very 
personal contradiction. He hates 
theatre with all its trimmings and 
trappings. Yet later in our convers­
ation he readily admits to its 
advantage over film. Of all art forms, 
theatre carries most intellectual weight 
(with the singular exception of books), 
with its budgets that are not over­
whelmingly large and, above all, with 
its potential air of liberation as it 
brings together a body of individuals 
as performers and spectators. But 
perhaps that is not entirely a con­
tradiction. For herein lies Sewell’s 
strength as a dramatist not purely of 
ideas per se, but as one who looks and 
observes with the power to absorb and 
ground real people and things as they 
operate in real life. From “gob of 
phlegm” to high critical praise, Sewell 
is one who provokes his audiences with 
the passion of his concern. Whatever 
one’s persuasions it is his integrity that 
makes him one of our most compelling 
young writers.
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The D irector 
As C atalyst
JIM  SH ARM AN  W O K S  AHEAD
by Michael Morley
About the only plans of Jim 
Sharman’s which have not been 
successfully realised in the last months 
were those for his own jet-away-from- 
it-all Christmas holiday. But he still 
seemed to be facing the prospect of 
Christmas and New Year in Adelaide 
with a commendably sanguine outlook 
not to mention the good-humoured 
patience with which he faced my 
intrusion on what was undoubtedly a 
well-earned break from his responsib­
ilities as Director, both of the 1982 
Adelaide Festival, and of the re­
organised Lighthouse State Theatre 
Company.
But this trait is precisely one which 
augurs well both for the Festival and 
the future of Lighthouse — given 
Adelaide’s penchant for savaging any 
cultural figure who gives the merest 
hint of being more concerned with the 
responsibilities of his job than with 
cultivating the media. Not that 
Sharman downgrades the need for PR: 
it is something he has had to learn over 
the past months, and although his style 
might in some respects be termed 
“ low-profile” , it is nevertheles 
distinctive and individual.
One has only to look at the layout of 
the Festival brochure and note some of 
the offerings to realise that in both 
form and content, his attitudes and 
preferences are clearly on view, and, 
while no Festival Director wishes to 
single out special children (the Press 
will all too readily infer that other 
offerings are only fill-ins) it is clear that 
he has a particular interest in the
THEATRE AUSTRALIA FEBRUARY 1982 17
success of the Edward Hopper 
exhibition and the Pina Bausch dance 
company. He is reluctant to classify 
the Festival in terms of a theme, but his 
own current concerns — with the 
narrative and visual modes — are 
reflected in these two events, and, 
indeed, in works like the Sam Shepard 
plays and the TV event.
At the same time the 1982 Festival is 
more overtly contemporary in style 
than its predecessors. This is in 
keeping both with Sharman’s attitudes 
and with the view of his predecessor, 
Christopher Hunt, that the 1980 
Festival would be the last to follow the 
more traditional European models. 
Not that Sharman disavows the need 
for cultural links with Europe: he is no 
advocate of a haphazard “tabula rasa” 
policy. But he does feel strongly that 
“the older cultures’ central drive is 
toward museums to hold the triumphs 
of the past” : one needs to acknowledge 
that Australia can be seen, in terms of 
art and culture, as somewhat like a 
third-world society. And what should 
be important in the Festival are events 
with a relationship to Australia, and 
with an impact that would last beyond 
the Festival fortnight.
He sees his own role — both within
the Festival and in the development of 
Fighthouse — as a catalyst, and is 
intent on giving Australian musicians 
and actors the opportunity of working 
with distinguished overseas practit­
ioners. Hence the invitations to David 
Hare to direct his own new play with 
the Sydney Theatre Company, and to 
Mark Elder and Ronald Zollman to 
work with Australian orchestras.
This mix of the old and the new, the 
traditional and the experimental, the 
European and the Australian is 
evident also in the plans and program 
for Fighthouse. In spite of all reports 
to the contrary, he has not turned his 
back on the classics: after all, the new 
season includes Shakespeare, Brecht 
and Kleist, along with Fouis Nowra 
and Patrick White. And he is looking 
forward to working on Midsummer 
Night’s Dream in particular, seeing as 
he does, “the production of the classics 
as informing the work of the present.”
But hard and fast categorisation is 
not for him: the interaction between 
“high” and “low” culture is crucial, 
provided it is not pursued self­
consciously. And any major theatre 
company with a progressive outlook 
must still start with a repertoire that will 
display to its prospective audience a
combination of the familiar and the 
adventurous. If there is one common 
denominator for the season it is that of 
“ romance and reality” and the search 
for imagination and emotion in the 
theatre. The move into new territory 
comes, he feels after Mother Courage 
with Bill Harding’s new (and first) 
play, Silver Lining —“a rather 
anarchic comedy about what happens 
to Chekov’s Three Sisters during the 
Russian Revolution, when they find 
out that everything they’ve been 
complaining about in the original play 
turns out to be positive advantage — 
not the least being not getting to 
Moscow!”
And the last project for the year — 
Royal Show — will also be the first to 
take advantage of the company’s 
permanent ensemble structure. The 
plan is to workshop ideas and 
sketches, with the company through­
out the year; and the final script will be 
written by Fouis Nowra in close 
collaboration with the performers. 
The hope, at this stage, is to break 
away from the traditional play format 
with this project, and to involve the 
members of the company — designers 
musicians and performers — in every 
stage of the process.
LIEDER SOUTHERN 
REGIONAL THEATRE
Goldsmith Street, GOULBURN (048) 21 5868 
Director: John Spicer
A semi-professional company assisted by the Theatre Board of the 
Australia Council (a statutory body of the Commonwealth Government)
Feb. 17th to 20th, 24th to 27th, March 3rd to 6th 
THE UNEXPECTED GUEST by Agatha Christie.
April 14th to 17th, 21st to 24th, 28th to May 1st 
HOW THE OTHER HALF LOVE by Alan Ayckboume.
June 2nd to 5th, 9th to 12th, 16th to 19th 
ROMEO AND JULIET by William Shakespeare.
“A town less than a tenth the size of Canberra is fortunate to be able to 
muster such a team, production after production” — Canberra Times. 
“The number of good actors who live in, or can be coaxed to this large 
country town is remarkable” — Theatre Australia 
“ I never cease to be amazed at the way John Spicer is able to draw the 
best from his cast in each play” — Evening Post.
■ UNIVERSITY OF SYDNEY ■■
S f i a m m a r e  
stndcvtoner
9 - 2 9  May 1982 $2,900
Three-Star accommodation in Stratford and 
London.
Visits to Royal Shakespeare Company pro­
ductions
Lectures & seminars by leading scholars & 
critics
Sessions with members of RSC & backstage 
tours
Workshops and excursions.
For further information contact Ms. Debbie Dukes, 
Department of Adult Education, University of Sydney.
(02) 692 2907
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“I don’t regifct one bit of personal 
or business life”
“No one else comes within cooee 
of us now”
“I always take the philosophy 
that to get it you’ve got to spend 
it”
“We do better than anyone else. 
We’re very good at selling
MICHAEL
EDGLEY
Australia’s G reatest Showman
With the opening of the Australian 
production of Barnum, the musical 
based on the life of the American 
entrepreneur who became known as the 
world’s greatest showman, inevitably 
comparisons have been made between 
the star of the show, Reg Livermore, 
and its eponymous hero, Phineas T 
Barnum. The real comparison, 
however, is not with the actor, but with 
the entrepreneur behind the show, 
Michael Edgley. The scope of Edgley’s 
promotions to date may fall short of 
those of Barnum, remaining as he has 
within the Australian entertainment 
scene (though his break into films with 
Man From Snowy River may put them 
on a par internationally), but his 
leadership in thefield,hissuccessandin 
many ways his methods, make Michael 
Edgley a true inheritor of Phineas T 
Barnum’s extraordinary showman­
ship.
Edgley was born into showbusiness, 
his father and uncle having been Edgley 
and Dawe, comedy duo and entre­
preneurial company, while Barnum 
was the son of a farmer/ tavern keeper, 
but both acquired a basic business 
grounding in their early years. Barnum 
senior saw that his son was not cut out 
for a simple life on the land and bought 
him a store to manage; Eric Edgley 
wanted his son to have a “normal” 
upbringing and career outside of the 
business and sent him off to learn 
accountancy. A combination of this 
commercial senseandknowhowandan 
extraordinary flair for presenting the 
spectacular has made both men the
outstanding entrepreneurs of their 
times, and alongside these qualities 
runs an unerring instinct in both for the 
value of publicity, professional and 
personal, that has put both them and 
their products head and shoulders 
above their competitors.
Michael Edgley, though, is not the 
egocentric, self-promoter that Barnum 
allegedly was, nor such a ruthless 
producer. A Major Bond once said “I 
never knew a more heartless man, or 
one who knew the value and 
possibilities of a dollar more than P T 
Barnum” and claimed that when one of 
his Amazons was run over and killed by 
a chariot he called it “rather a benefit 
than a loss” as another was waiting for 
her place!
Edgley describes himself as having 
“always been interested in making a 
dollar” , and anyone who has had 
dealings with him will know him to be 
an uncompromising businessman, but 
his concern for his showsandespecially 
his organisation is comparable to that 
for his family. In many ways it is 
precisely that. He is the head of the 
company that bears his name, but in 
which his mother, sister, wife and 
previously brother, all play large roles. 
Even the staff who are not family are 
treated more or less as such — “Part of 
our success has always been that it is a 
family affair; they all work on a 
percentage of profits, everyone feels 
personally responsible — they get a 
physical high from a full theatre or 
equally an empty theatre is the pits.
1 : ............ .
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¡1 Fortunately our succcess rate is eight 
¡1 out of ten.”
fjj Edgley feels that his staff place more 
i§j emphasis on “the Michael Edgleyside” 
p than he does himself. When his father 
died in 1967 he, with his mother and 
brother Philip, ran the firm which was 
i| still called Edgley and Dawe, but “as 
|i my public identity grew, the firm 
1 decided to use me as a figurehead and so 
the name was changed to Michael 
|  Edgley International. I’m now thinking 
1 of cutting out the Michael; my desire is 
;| to tone my public influence down.”
But at the moment he still appears in 
i| the television commercials for his 
shows, personally recommending them 
to the public, and the romance of the 
|  showbusiness family, the attractive 
p young husband and wife team and the 
|  luxurious lifestyle are tastefully played 
up. not to mention the car ads of a few 
i  years ago and his American Express 
i| endorsement.
While this is all subtlety itself, 
p compared to the capital P T Barnum 
|  made out of even his misfortunes, such 
|  as a stint in prison or an injured leg, 
:| selling is what Edgley believes “we do 
:| better than anyone else. We’re very 
|; good at selling shows.” He believes the 
§i organisation employs the country’s 
two best publicists; his wife Jeni, and 
|  Suzie Howie.Theonly majordifference 
¡1 in judgement he had with Kenn 
Brodziak in various Edgley- 
|  Williamson joint enterprises was in the 
|  area of publicity.
|  “Once my father was gone, he 
|  (Brodziak) was the only person I held in 
great respect — we had a wonderful 
|  relationship over the years and he was 
|  very helpful to me. He could be 
|  difficult, he was very tight with money.
Sometimes I wanted to spend a lot of 
I  money on promoting something and 
Kenn would say ‘Don’t waste it’. I 
always take the philosophy that to get it 
|  you’ve got to spend it, and we’ve proved 
that with, for instance, the Moscow 
Circus on Ice. We spent $500,000 on 
promotion and put through 1,200,000 
people in 12 weeks — it was unheard of. 
1 It grossed$7or$8 million. Weworkout 
1 our costs very carefully and spend up to 
|  20% of the gross on promotion.”
Like Barnum, Edgley doesn’t believe 
in publicity without product —“If they 
don’t like it they won’t come back, or 
i  even come at all, because of word of 
mouth. You might be able to promote 
i  to fill the first week, but then it’s on the
product.” Barnum made it his business 
to search out the most spectacular acts 
around the world and Edgley’s tend to 
pick up on successes in America and 
England and mount them in Australia. 
Both too, have made their break and 
relied heavily on a single particular 
spectacular. For Barnum it was the 
extraordinary performance of the 
miniscule General Tom Thumb; in 
Edgley’s case it has been the Russian 
connection.
Surprisingly, it did not take many 
years of diplomatic manoeuvres for
Edgley’s to corner the market in 
presenting Russian extravaganzas — 
ballets, circuses, dancers and singers. 
In fact the Russians approached Eric 
Edgley via the Embassy in Canberra to 
ask if he would be interested in 
bringing over some of their performers 
to Australia. He was invited to go to 
Moscow to see if he thought it would 
be appropriate and the results of that 
visit are now history. (The only reason 
Edgley’s have not had any Russian 
shows of late is an embargo on them 
entering Australia since the 
Afghanistan crisis.)
In fact it was in Michael’s era that 
the fruits of this offer came to bear. 
When his father died in 1967, the' 
company was only just beginning to 
break even after 50 years. Michael 
inherited little in the way of money, 
but an enormous amount of goodwill, 
experience and contacts. “He’d just 
broken the ice with the Russians and 
one of my first goals was to diversify 
and present a lot more, and this is still 
my policy.” The first really big success 
didn’t come until 1978 with the 
Moscow Circus. It began its tour in 
Perth and the day it opened there the 
company was down to its last $5,000. 
With Barnum-like belief and personal 
involvement, Edgley persuaded his 
mother to mortgage the family house 
to raise their share of the venture. It 
was a huge success and have given him 
both the capital and confidence to go 
on and do more.
“The psychological side of it is so
Michael and Jeni Edgley with Kirk Douglas filming The Man From Snowy River.
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|i important, like for tennis players, the 
|  psychological determination to do 
¡| something. Often I feel depressed and 
|  think we’re not doing it the right way. 
1 People around me say, yes we are, 
!|| we’re the best, snap out of it and get on 
|  and do it.”
i:| Phineas T Barnum spent a long time 
H trying to out-spectacular his com- 
|  petitors such as James A Bailey and 
|  the Ringling Brothers; eventually he 
|  decided to stop trying to beat them and 
|  joined them, creating the even more 
|  successful amalgam which produced 
§ The Greatest Show On Earth (echoed in 
|i| Edgley’s Greatest Circus on Earth, 
| | 1977) for many years. Edgley’s have
|  always believed in harmonious j |  relations with other companies and 
|  have always sought to involve others in 
|  their productions. Eric Edgley always 
|| maintained that it was wrong to be too 
|;| greedy and Michael agrees that it’s 
|| better to have 20% of a success than 
|| 100% of a failure. Such a philosophy 
|| has allowed the company a greater 
|  flexibility and has also helped many 
:| others — J C Williamsons, for 
|| instance, could have gone out of 
|| business a good five years before it did 
|  without the success of the Edgley 
|  attractions. Had he gone it alone 
|  though, Jeni says, they would now be 
|  billionaires.
Their major partners now are often 
the government funded entrepreneurs,
the Elizabethan Theatre Trust and the 
Adelaide Festival Centre Trust, with 
both of whom they have very good 
relations. As Edgley says, it gets back 
to flexibility, and if the government at 
some time in the future ceases to 
permit these bodies to be involved in 
entrepreneurial activities then he will 
simply look elsewhere. But, “No one 
else comes within cooee of us now that 
Kenn Brodziak is in retirement and 
Harry M Miller has lost interest in the 
theatrical side of things” he claims, 
and feels that the best minds in the 
country are now contained within the 
Edgley organisation.
All members of the organisation 
travel, consider shows and put in their 
opinion, but, the way Michael Edgley 
tells it at least, the productions they 
mount virtually choose themselves. 
There are two sides to the Australian 
situation: on the positive you can 
afford to sit back and see which shows 
take off in the West End and on 
Broadway before taking a punt on 
mounting them here, and by the time 
they do get on, the public will know a 
lot about them and their success; on 
the negative, the costs of mounting and 
touring a production here are immense 
because of labour costs and distances 
and the small catchment areas are very 
limiting of the length of seasons.
“Evita," says Edgley, “ran too long, 
although it was profitable to the end.”
Jennifer Murphy had problems with 
her voice, Patti LuPone was limited to 
three months work by the unions, and 
as the best Evita in the world could 
hardly be successfully replaced by the 
third Australian Evita.
Barnum was chosen by Edgley’s 
consultant Robert Helpmann, who 
phoned Edgley on holiday in Hawaii 
after opening night to say that he must 
do it and the only person to do it with 
was Reg Livermore. Livermore, then 
being savaged by London audiences, 
saw the show in New York and, with a 
few misgivings, agreed to do it. Edgley 
says he will leave Jim Dale and 
Michael Crawford for dead; “He’ll 
knock their eyes out. And this will give 
Australia the chance to see the 
wholesome Reg Livermore.”
Barnum the musical may give 
Livermore a chance to show a more 
loveable side to his public, but Barnum 
the man was, by all accounts, hardly an 
easy person to be around. Michael 
Edgley describes himself as still 
“pretty intense, but mellowing with 
security. Em a difficult sort of person 
to live with. Business has always been a 
part of family life, though over the last 
four years with four great kids growing 
up we have managed to have more 
family life. But we enjoy what we’re 
doing — new shows, the film (Man 
From Snowy River), a series of 
children’s programmes for TV, a 
theme park in Perth. We couldn’t do 
the intense work, long hours if we 
didn’t enjoy it.
“I don’t think I’ll ever retire, but by 
the time I’m 50 I’d like to tone it down 
a little, leave some time to enjoy life. 
We do up to 20 shows a year; I’d like to 
be involved in one or two and a film 
perhaps. I don’t regret one bit of 
personal or business life, but at 50 
(some 10 years away) I’d like to have a 
little pressure taken off.”
Already Michael Edgley’s impact 
has been recognised with an MBE — 
when he received it in 1973 he was the 
youngest Australian ever to be 
awarded one for theatre — and in 1976 
Western Australia honoured him with 
the prestigious “Citizen of the Year” 
award.
The way things are going we might 
not have to wait a hundred years for 
Edgley — the Musical, but choosing a 
lead might prove harder than for 
Barnum. Jeni is already working on the 
book.
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Theatre International w
Women (and Robyn 
Archer) in London
by Irving Wardle
Women’s theatre has been going strong in 
Britain for over a decade, but it is only 
within the past year that its ranks have been 
strengthened by a battalion of second- 
generation feminists who differ in several 
ways from their diehard elders. For one 
thing they acknowledge that the sex war is 
only part of a larger game in which men as 
well as women are the losers; that if there 
were less frustration in factories and dole 
queues there would be fewer tears over the 
kitchen sink. Also the movement has 
acquired a much-needed sense of fun. The
arguments are much the same, but 
exhortation has given way to satire. Men 
may be unspeakable boors, but why do we 
have to be boring as well?
Of the examples currently on offer, take 
a piece like Sarah Daniels’ Ripen Our 
Darkness (Royal Court, studio) which tells 
the tale of a church-machine, and so 
submerged in male propaganda that she 
supposes it to be her own fault when she 
starts going mad. In Miss Daniels’ hands, 
this sad story becomes a suburban Punch 
and Judy show with resilient dolls 
battering each other to a pulp in the setting 
of a fungus-festooned kitchen. An atmo­
sphere of breezy good cheer pervades the 
carnage. “Your father’s just choked to 
death on a scone,” announces one long- 
suffering wife, as the head of the household 
momentarily appears in Tussaud-tableau. 
The whole thing is mined with gleefully 
brutal gags which reach their climax in the 
heroine’s suicide note: “ Dear David, Your 
dinner and my head are in the oven.”
For those who prefer resistance to 
martyrdom, there is Clare Luckham’s 
Trafford Tanzi (Lyric, Hammersmith) in 
which a girl who has been relentlessly
bullied by parents, teachers, and employers 
finally rebels within marriage and turns her 
husband into the domestic slave. What 
transforms this from wish-fulfilment into 
actuality is the fact that it is staged in a 
boxing ring, with every row from the cradle 
to the marriage bed presented as increas­
ingly punishing bouts in a title fight.
Change the metaphor and you get A 
Pack o f Women (Drill Hall), whose title 
refers not to the company of three but to 
the sight of Robyn Archer and her partners 
laying out a deck of cards to the refrain, 
“ How do you stick at a game when the 
rules keep changing?” ; the idea being that 
either through patience, old maid, poker, 
or some game yet to be devised, women 
deserve a new deal. This feminist cabaret 
runs through the evidence from the Brontes 
and Dorothy Wordsworth (“ William was 
working all the morning: I shelled peas” ) to 
Bette Midler and Dolly Parton, with 
passing contributions from the 
Continental feminist movement.
Miss Archer, who needs no introduction 
to TA readers, nailed up her colours mighty 
quick, though it was not until half-time, 
with a roaring “Menstruation Blues” , that
Frank Ellis, Noreen Kershaw and David Fielder in Traverse Theatre company's Trafford Tanzi.
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she had the house at her mercy. After that, 
neither she nor anyone else in the show 
could do any wrong, and the evening broke 
up in a mood of inter-sexual solidarity, best 
summed up in Lynn McCarthy’s “ Dear 
Germaine, You’ve got a lot to answer for.”
These shows, and others like them, are 
proliferating on provincial stages and in 
the attic and pub theatres of the London 
fringe. Women playwrights, if not 
necessarily feminists, are also coming 
through with that rarest of all theatrical 
commodities: the commercially viable and 
artistically honest West End play.
I reported last time on Nell Dunn’s 
Steaming. This has been followed by an 
equally popular piece called Harvest 
(Ambassadors) by the previously unknown 
Ellen Dryden who tells the perennial 
English fable of the prodigal’s home­
coming — the prodigal in this case being a 
bright daughter who escaped into a smart 
metropolitan marriage, now dutifully 
returning for a family funeral which 
reopens the wounds of childhood, and 
contrasts the reward of those who stayed 
put with that of those who got away. It goes 
without saying that Marian will be the 
intellectual superior of her blinkered 
village clan who dismiss her education as 
“ showing o ff’; and that the play will swing 
round to show there is as much right on 
their side as there is on hers.
This story is being acted out every day of 
the week in homes throughout the land, 
and what counts is not the scenario but the 
individual life the writer puts into it: as 
witness the first scene with the family 
reverently listening to a hymn with their 
backs to the audience. Marian (Lynn 
Farleigh) takes advantage of this lull to 
whip round and fill us in on her unsavoury 
memories of the deceased. The speech is 
funny; it supplies information; and it 
establishes not only her own wittily 
alienated character, but that of the minister 
who prefers to give the family a hymn 
rather than insult them with unctuous 
platitudes about a man he never knew.
Here, and at the ensuing funeral tea- 
party we are in the midst of a Methodist 
community which will strike an immediate 
answering chord in anyone brought up in 
the atmosphere of hard chairs, wrong-note 
organ playing and Harvest Festival garlands 
of plastic onions. Play and production alike 
are as spare as a piece of Shaker furniture.
This is a modest and unfashionable piece 
which happens to give a sensitive picture of 
how life goes on for countless incon­
spicuous people; and offers a memorably 
well-written debate between the eternal 
antagonisms of personal loyalty and self- 
fulfilment. It is typical of Miss Dryden and 
that when she finally appears to come 
down on the side of loyalty she winds 
things up with the sight of a rebel teenager 
of the next generation planning to scale the 
wall to the wilderness outside.
Sy Ives tra Le Touzel and Lynn Farleigh in Harvest.
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Sisters
by Karl Levett
Suddenly sisters — and the theme of 
sisterhood — are abloom on New York 
stages. It’s logical enough when you think 
about it, I suppose. After the initial 
theatrical wave of feminist fervour, the 
examination of sisterhood is a natural 
second stop. That two of these plays are 
written by young women demonstrates 
how the women’s movement may be 
opening up new reserves of talent,
pro v id in g  new perspectives while g iving the 
theatre a shot in the arm.
Chekhov showed us the subtleties and 
complexities that can be created with three 
sisters and Beth Henley has done the same 
with Crimes o f the Heart (a sort of The 
Three Sisters Go Crazy Down South). What 
is remarkable is that this is Ms Henley’s 
first play. It won the 1979 Great American 
Play Contest sponsored by the Actors 
Theatre of Louisville, then picked up last 
year’s Pulitzer Prize in Drama when 
produced off-Broadway at the Manhattan 
Theatre Club. Now this production has 
been brought intact to Broadway and Ms 
Henley can walk centre stage and take a big 
Broadway bow.
Although there are a couple of Chek- 
hovian moments in Crimes o f the Heart, 
this is not what these three sisters are 
about. What Ms Henley has given us is a 
southern Gothic comedy whose principal 
device is calamity. The coming together of
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brings the play to the boil with its inevitable 
explosive ending. Repression on every level 
is the theme of the play and Ms Kesselman 
provides telling insights on this theme as 
she accumulates trivial domestic detail to 
build to her horrific climax.
A notable failing — with the playwright 
partly to blame, but principally the 
directors, Inverna Lockpez and Carole 
Rothman, should take the rap — is the 
production’s lack of period sense and 
.place. This is the French provinces via 
Yankeeland and the early scenes are off- 
putting on this account. It is only when we 
are drawn into the characters’ relationships 
that Ms Kesselman can begin to work her 
evil spell. Beverly May is the mistress 
anyone would want to murder, yet th 
anyone would want to murder, yet the 
perform ance contains expert comic 
touches. Lisa Barnes, as the elder sister, is 
the play’s driving force and captures 
exactly the repressed hysteria that is central 
to the play. Elizabeth McGovern (who at 
twenty already has a following through her 
films Ordinary People and Ragtime) makes 
the younger sister a study in intensity and 
flowering sensuality. Ms McGovern’s 
beauty and ragdoll charm look like they are 
combined with a lively intelligence. She is a 
most welcome rising star.
Katherine Hepburn is a star that has 
long had a fixed place in the theatrical 
firmament. She is back on Broadway with 
Dorothy Loudon in Ernest Thompson’s 
The West Side Waltz. For a comparatively 
young playwright, Mr Thompson has a 
surprising interest in the topic of aging, his 
last play On Golden Pond being on the same 
subject (Hepburn is currently appearing in 
the film with Henry Fonda).
In The West Side Waltz Ms Hepburn is a 
retired music teacher living on New York’s 
West Side. Dorothy Loudon is a virginal 
violinist who lives in the same building. 
One of the principal themes Mr Thompson 
flirts with, is the persistence of Ms Loudon 
in gaining a truly sisterly relationship with 
Ms Hepburn — the violinist and pianist in 
harmony. And we get that just before final 
curtain, wouldn’t you know.
The West Side Waltz is what used to be 
called a “vehicle” — and a tired and creaky 
vehicle it is at that. There are six scenes 
where the major interest is just what 
medical device Age has reduced Katherine 
Hepburn as we go downhill to the Finale. 
Mr Thompson’s writing is contrived and 
inconsistent. Ms Hepburn is again the 
embodiment of every Yankee virtue — 
spirited, independent, and sharp tongued. 
She almost succeeds in investing the shop­
worn material with brightness and a sense 
of wit through sheer willpower. And when 
all else is lost you can look at those 
fabulous cheekbones. Now if only Beth 
Henley could be persuaded to write a 
character (not a vehicle) for Katherine
the three sisters is caused when Babe the 
youngest sister shoots her husband. Meg, a 
failed singer Hies in from California to the 
family home in Hazelhurst, Mississippi, 
kept by the maiden stay-at-home sister, 
Lenny. Babe is released on bail and the fun 
(and calamities) begin. Calamities, past 
and present, come in battalions and the 
tone of mock-gravity is so well maintained 
that by the third act when Grandpa has a 
stroke, you join with the sisters in a fit of 
giggles.
Now this is tricky stuff but Ms Henley 
gives it a surety and consistency of tone 
that is sustained throughout three well- 
structured acts. As befits the title, this is a 
romantic comedy and Ms Henley cleverly 
plots an affair of the heart for each 
eccentric sister. The originality and 
maturity of the comedy promise a 
productive future for Beth Henley.
The play has been given a wonderfully 
cohesive production by director Melvin 
Bernhardt and as the three sisters, Lizabeth 
Mackay, Mary Beth Hunt and Mia Dillon
are just that — sisters — each being 
poignant and funny in turn. As the young 
lawyer defending Babe, Peter MacNicol 
makes an auspicious Broadway debut.
Off-Broadway at the Second Stage, 
Wendy Kesselman presents a darker view 
of sisterhood in My Sister in this House. 
This play was also first presented at the 
Actors Theatre at Louisville (Jon Jorry 
there deserves some sort of medal) and we 
in New York are grateful to the Second 
Stage which has the commendable policy 
of producing plays of the last ten years that 
deserve another chance.
My Sister in this House is based on a true 
incident that took place in the French town 
of Le Mans in the early 1930s. Two convent 
raised sisters go to work for Madame 
Danzard and her teenage daughter. The 
play is intermissionless and we watch as Ms 
Kesselman presents episodic scenes show­
ing the servant/mistress and sister/sister 
relationships over a period of several years. 
The four women are trapped in a social 
pressure cooker and Ms Kesselman slowly
Katherine Hepburn and Dorothy Loudon in The West Side Waltz
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Elizabeth McGovern and Lisa Banes in My 
Sister In This House.
Mary Beth Hurt, Lizabeth Mackay and Mia 
Dillon in Crimes of the Heart. Photo: Martha Swope.
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Hepburn. That’s the kind of sisterhood the 
theatre needs.
Probably the most popular sister in New 
York recently has been the title character in 
Christopher Durang’s Sister Mary Ignatius 
Explains It All For You. The play is the 
second of a double bill of one-acters and it 
shows Mr Durang at his most ferocious in 
his continuing religious war. The play 
begins (just as the title says) as a lecture to 
the audience on Catholic dogma. A visit by 
some of Sister’s ex-pupils to perform a 
Nativity pageant brings a come-uppance 
(of sorts) to Sister Mary.
The play, although absurdist, is filled 
with that kind of nervous laughter brought 
on by scenes that are instantly recognised 
from one’s own life. It is disturbingly funny 
and sincerely meant to give offence where 
possible. Mr Durang always has structural 
problems with his plays and here it is the 
limp ending. As Sister Mary, Elizabeth 
Franz is comic while being convincing 
enough to frighten even adults who have 
paid for their seats. The curtain raiser, The 
Actor’s Nightmare, shows an accountant 
lost in an amalgam of Hamlet, Private 
Lives, End Game and A Man For All 
Seasons. The play allows Mr Durang to 
shoot satiric darts at playwrights and this 
time the strands of comic invention make a 
pleasing whole. Christopher Durang is a 
young American playwright with a truly 
original and antic vision and this double 
bill shows him in top form.
The Three Sisters may have never made 
it to Moscow, but many more than that 
have alrady arrived in New York. On and 
off Broadway, the sisterhood of the theatre 
is flourishing. Look for it at your local 
theatre.
AUSTRALIAN CENTRE 
INTERNATIONAL 
THEATRE INSTITUTE
153 Dowling Street,
Potts Point, NSW 2011.
Tel: 357 1200 
Director: Marlis Thiersch 
Secretary: Alison Lyssa
MONSTROUS REGIMENT
Brilliant British feminist theatre company 
touring Europe in the summer o f’82 with a 
piece of epic theatre by Melissa Murray, 
about terrorism, women and revolution, 
politics and culture in the whirlwind of pre­
revolutionary Russia. Information from 
Monstrous Regiment, Gus Garside, 4 
Elder Street, London El 6BT. Tel: (01) 
247 2398.
TIEDRIE — THIRD 
WORLD THEATRE
An international company touring Europe 
early 1982 with a new production, Charkwa, 
an adaptation of The Midnight Reveller, by 
Egyptian playwright, SA Saboor. It traces 
the fate of women in our society and 
includes mime, song, dance, music, masks 
and puppets. It can be performed in 
theatres and in the street. More info: 
Tiedrie, Hertstraat 6, B-2100 Deurne, 
Belgium.
WOMEN LIVE
Are you bored and frustrated by plays that 
keep women the eternal victims? Visit 
Women Live, UK, May ’82, a month’s 
entertainment with most theatre 
companies programming women’s per­
forming arts! Special programmes too on 
BBC and at independent cinemas. Try 
theatres like Oval House and Action Space. 
Many others too like Half Moon and 
Cockpit and large numbers of regional 
theatres have offered space for women’s 
theatre. There’ll be film showings and 
exhibitions in Regional Art centres, 
including Darlington. Write to: Women 
Live, Women and Entertainment Office, 11 
Acklam Road, London W10. Tel: (01) 
969 2292. Throughout May, 1982. London 
and regions, UK.
THEATRE OF NATIONS 
FESTIVAL
A festival of outstanding performances 
from many countries, including dance, 
music theatre, drama, and popular theatre 
forms of oral tradition. Also seminars and 
lectures on the roots and origins of theatre. 
Organised by the Bulgarian ITI centre. 
Info: Prof. P. Philipov, President, 
Bulgarian Centre of the ITI, PO Box 833, 
Sofia — C, Bulgaria. 20 June to 6 July 
1982, Sofia, Bulgaria.
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We've been p la y in g  to  audiences fo r  over five years, and are one o f  the longest-runn ing  
shows a round !
We set the scene with the most in-depth news coverage of the gay community. Our 
interviews, special features and international reporting keep you involved as well as 
aware of events in Australia and throughout the world. We complete the performance 
with comprehensive reviews of music, theatre and art.
Catch a ris ing star. See the h o tte s t show  in  tow n . Subscribe to  C A M P A IG N  — 
A ustra lia 's  best!
Name
Address
Town State Post Code
Send cheque/cash/money order payable to CAMPAIGN and mail to:
P.0. Box J41, Brickfield Hill, NSW 2000. 12 issues $18.00 24 issues $36.00 T A  I
ONE EXTRA DANCE THEATRE
THE CHEATED
Based on the book 
by Louis Nowra.
Directed by 
Kai Tai Chan.
Original Music 
Composed by 
Richard Vella.
Designed by 
Silvia Jansons
Cleveland St. Performance Space 
199 Cleveland St., Redfern
10-28 February, Wed-Sun 8pm
TICKETS $ 6 .0 0 ,  $ 4 .0 0  CONS
Bookings: Enq:
Mitchell Bass 519 8059
theatre
ACT(FO RTUNE) 1982
Director: GEORGE WHALEY 
Administrator: RODNEY WILSON 
Dramaturg: MICHAEL BODDY 
Designer: JANET DAWSON
In 1981 we presented Accidental Death of an Anarchist and Old Times. Our
applications for 1982 funding from the Department of the Capital Territory and the 
Theatre and Literature Boards of the Australia Council were successful, and six 
productions are planned for this year.
SEASON 1, February to April:
* ON OUR SELECTION, for the Canberra Festival, at the Playhouse.
* EINSTEIN, by Ron Elisha, at the A .N .U . Arts Centre.
* Our first THEATRE AT LARGE community production in the 
A U STR A LIA N  W AR MEMORIAL during Anzac Week.
SEASON 2, August to November:
* An original C H ILDREN’S PLAY, at the Canberra Theatre.
* A  CLASSIC, yet to be selected, at the Playhouse.
* HAM LET ON ICE, by Michael Boddy and Ron Blair, at the Playhouse.
THEATRE A.C.T. (Fortune Theatre Co. Inc.) A.N.U. Arts Centre, P.O. Box 4, CANBERRA A.C.T. 2600. (062) 49 4787.
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Theatre Reviews
y f f V
Truth and vitality
HAIR
director of the calibre of Ron Verburgt. 
Hair probably succeeded better than a far 
more expensive professional revival could 
have done, thereby demonstrating that 
there is a place for high quality amateur 
theatre in our cities.
by Ken Healey
Hair Tempo Theatre at Erindale Centre, Wanniassa. 
Opened December 11, 1981.
Director, Ron Verburgt; musical director, Keith 
Radford; choreographer, Janet Carey.
(Amateur)
Standing ovations and overflow crowds 
told Tempo Theatre that it was doing 
something right in reviving the not-yet- 
period piece, Hair in the far-distant 
Canberra satellite town of Wanniassa. The 
productions was truly remarkable for Ron 
Verburgt’s tight, professional production, 
and for the tribal unity of the relatively 
untrained kids who made up the cast.
All of the young people in Hair sang 
better than they moved. Acting did not 
seem too central a concern, as the kids 
seemed to have inherited the freedoms so 
shockingly espoused by Hair in the 60’s, 
and to wear them as easily as beads, scruffy 
gear, or earrings.
The always-thin story of Claude’s call­
up made virtually no impression during the 
longer first act, and precious little in the 
second. Stephen Pike as Claude has a 
natural presence which served as a focus 
for Carol Starkey’s Sheila, singing up a 
storm; for Anne Fish as a knowing little- 
girl preggers (Jeannie); and for the never 
couth Berger and Paul of Graeme Bayles 
and Tony Falla.
Keith Radford drove his rock band with 
a flair unusual for Canberra’s musical 
stage. One knew that no one in this cast had 
been old enough to be experiencing Hair as 
deja vu; there was an integrity from the 
performers allied to a directorial shaping 
which captured the truth and vitality of the 
show.
Scenery was minimal. The nude scene, 
superbly back-lit by Alanna MacLean, 
served Hair much as the elephant served 
Aida on the other side of Canberra: it 
brought the curious, who stayed to enthuse 
over aspects of the show that they had 
never known existed.
The moral of the success story is that 
Canberra’s hitherto liberally subsidised 
amateur societies must invest whatever 
dollars they can henceforth gather in the 
best available professional directors.
Tempo Theatre’s Hair.
Musical directors of similar calibre, should 
also be engaged where possible. Choreo­
graphy with untrained dancers and sets 
made by non-professionals are not nearly 
as important, and can be integrated into 
the overall production concept by a
A .C .T
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Gladdening the 
heart
YOU CAN TTAKE IT 
WITH YOU_________
CHICAGO
SESAME STREET LIVE
THE COCKY OF 
BUNGAREE
TALES FROM THE 
VIENNA WOODS
DESERT FLAMBE
CHEAP THRILLS
by Michael Le Moignan
You Can't Take It With You by Moss Hart and George S 
Kaufman, Drama Theatre, Sydney Opera House. 
Opened January 2, 1982.
D irector, George Ogilvie; D esigner, Kristian 
Fredrikson; Costume Designer, Anna French; Lighting 
Designer, Roger Barratt; Stage Manager, Malcolm 
Leech.
Cast: Al Thomas, Gordon McDougall, Carol Raye, 
Heather Mitchell, Jane Harders, Tim McKenzie, Jim 
Kemp, Barbara Stephens, Geoffrey Rush, Alexander 
Hay, John Frawley, Lynne Murphy, Tyler Coppin, 
Robert Hughes, Lois Ramsey, Margo Lee, Hugo 
Weaving, Michael O'Neill and Paul Williams. 
(Professional)
Chicago by Fred Ebb and Bob Fosse, with music by 
John Kander, based on the play Chicago by Maurine 
Dallas Watkins. Theatre Royal, Sydney. Re-opened 
December 31, 1981.
Director, Richard Wherrett; Designer, Brian Thompson;
Musical Director, Peter Casey, Choreographer, Ross 
Coleman; Costumes, Roger Kirk; Lighting, Sue 
Nattrass, Sound, Colin Ford; Stage and Company 
Manager, John Whitham.
Cast: Nancye Hayes; Geraldine Turner, Terence 
Donovan, Judi Connelli, J P Webster, George Spartels, 
Rod Dunbar, Julie Tanner, Lorelei Tait, Robyn Howey, 
Dolores Ernst, Trinka Mustard, Pamela French, Mark 
Laguerre, Garry Ginivan, D J Foster, Greg Radford, 
Greg Shand, Bill Paton, Cheryl Regan.
(Professional)
Sesame Street Live Capitol Theatre, Sydney. Opened 
December 26, 1981. Michael Edgley International.
The Cocky o f Bungaree by Richard Tulloch, Nimrod 
Theatre Company on Clark Island, Sydney Harbour. 
Opened January 5, 1982.
Director, Chris Johnson; Designer, Richard Roberts; 
Music Co-Ordinator, Richard Tulloch; Production 
Management, Margie Wright and John Woodland; 
Stage Manager, Anne Marie Morgan.
Cast: Christine Mahoney, Greg Dimmock, Warren
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Coleman, Tony Taylor, Martin Vaughan, Paul Bertram, 
Carole Skinner, Tony Sheldon.
(Professional)
Tates From The Vienna Woods by Odon von Horvath, 
Nimrod Upstairs, Sydney. Opened November 25, 1981. 
Director, Aubrey Mellor; Designer, Vicki Feitscher; 
Lighting Designer, Jonathan Ciddor; Musical Direc­
tors, Michael Carlos and Roma Conway; Choreo­
graphy, Keith Bain; Stage Manager, Libby Higgin. 
Cast: Ivar Kants, Deidre Rubenstein, Michele Fawdon, 
Robert Alexander, Anna Volska, Jon Ewing, Robert 
Baxter, Genevieve Picot, Ronald Falk, Cathy Downes, 
Barry Otto, Brandon Burke.
(Professional)
Desert Flambe devised by the Desert Wombats, Nimrod 
Downstairs, Sydney. Opened December 16, 1981. 
Director/Choreographer, Chrissie Koltai; Composer/ 
Musical Director, Sarah de Jong; Designer, Melody 
Cooper; Lighting Designer, John Woodland; Stage 
Manager, Annie Heath.
Cast: Valerie Bader, Beverly Blankenship, Suzanne 
Dudley, Jenny Hope, Gillian Hyde, Deborah Kennedy, 
Jenny Ludlam; Pianist, Max Lambert; Percussionist, 
Blair Greenberg.
(Professional)
Cheap Thrills by Grant Fraser, Griffin Theatre 
Company at the Stables, Sydney. Opened January 8, 
1982.
Director, Ian Watson; Designer, Jack Ritchie; Lighting 
and Production Manager, Grant Fraser; Stage 
Manager, Brian Roberts.
Cast: Penny Cook, Ben Franklin, Ingle Knight, Rosemarie 
Lenzo, Andrew James.
(Professional)
The many types of theatre have many 
functions: they should delight the eye and 
ear, gladden the heart, inspire the imagina­
tion and enlarge the sensibilities. But above 
all, theatre is an art-form of the mind. The 
essence of a good play is that it contains 
ideas and arguments expressed in an 
interesting manner. The rest is window- 
dressing.
For this reason, the most important 
person in any theatrical production is the 
playwright, followed by the actors, who 
directly interpret the text, followed by the 
director, whose function is to assist the 
actors’ work and to attend to the various 
technical matters such as staging, followed 
by the set and costume designers and 
technicians who provide the necessary 
packaging.
I have not included music on this list 
because it is clearly of variable importance. 
If a play is more of a musical, it can get 
away with being less of a play. Most 
musicals do.
There are also exceptions to this general 
rule, where from time to time it is evidently 
the director or designer who makes the 
major contribution to a production, but 
significantly, it takes a truly exceptional 
production to salvage a poor play.
Quite a lot of nonsense is written about 
the creative achievements and failures of 
directors, much of it by critics, who should 
know better. Actors, too, tend to pay lip- 
service to the status of directors,, because 
actors are usually generous, vulnerable, 
intelligent people who have chosen for 
themselves an inequitably low socio­
economic position, for the sake of an ideal
of which they often have only the haziest 
conception. Also because actors are 
employed by directors. It should be the 
other way around.
In the theatre, the director is not so much 
an auteur as a senior stage manager. In 
Sydney, a number of actors’ co-operatives 
are springing up. The “unimposed direct­
orial style” of Rex Cramphorn’s Shakes­
peare Company deserves serious 
consideration, although the most recent 
example of democratic theatre, Desert 
Flambe from the Women and Theatre 
Project at Nimrod, was a rather one-paced 
shambles.
These revolutionary ruminations are 
prompted by two productions which 
genuinely do seem to bear the stamp and 
style of their respective directors, the 
Sydney Theatre Company’s You Can’t 
Take It With You (George Ogilvie) and 
Chicago (Richard Wherrett).
Ogilvie’s previous production for the 
STC was Bob Herbert’s delightful period
piece about wartime Sydney, No Names. . . 
No Pack Drill. You Can’t Take It With You, 
by Hart and Kaufman, is set a little earlier, 
in 1936, in a highly idiosyncratic private 
home in New York State.
Martin Vanderhof (A1 Thomas) and his 
family, mindful of the wisdom of the title, 
have abandoned their pursuit of the 
almighty dollar. They have dropped out. 
They live at a subsistence level in order to 
pursue their dreams. Grandfather keeps 
snakes in the living-room; Mother (Carol 
Raye) writes plays which are never 
performed; Father (Gordon McDougall) 
makes fireworks which frequently explode 
in the basement; and the real fruit-cake, 
sister Essie (Jane Harders) dances through 
the house, clownishly convinced she is the 
next Ginger Rogers.
When sister Alice (Heather Mitchell), 
the only normal member of this family of 
free-thinking eccentrics, becomes engaged 
to the scion of an overfed and under­
employed capitalist family, the scene is set
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for a superb comic confrontation. Grand­
father’s avowal that he hadn’t paid income 
tax for 35 years because he didn't believe in it 
brought a roar of approval from the Opera 
House audience.
The play is ostensibly light and frivolous 
to the point of absurdity, all broad farce 
and Broadway gags. But it also has 
something to say, something about the 
quality of life as it could be if we adopted 
different values, if we prized what we do 
above what we are paid for doing it.
The true skill of a theatre director lies in 
locussing the audience’s attention, not on 
what he wants them to see or hear, but 
through these, on what he wants them to 
think about and realise. Intellectually and 
emotionally, George Ogilvie’s production 
was beautifully orchestrated, so as to 
exploit to the full the theatrical devices of 
the play, notably the humour. The 
audience’s sympathies were engaged for 
each character in turn, so that basically 
unbelievable scenes became momentarily 
believable, underlining the play’s parti­
cular relevance. The result was refreshingly 
provocative.
The keynote of Richard Wherrett’s 
directorial style is disciplined flamboyance. 
Whether it is Brick hurling his crutch 
across the stage in Cat On A Hot Tin Roof, 
or Cyrano finally speaking his love from 
beneath Roxanne’s balconey, the great 
dramatic moments are larger than life yet 
perfectly under control. In Chicago, now 
enjoying a third sell-out Sydney season at 
the Theatre Royal, even the pizzaz is 
polished and precise.
It is Nancye Hayes’ and Geraldine 
Turner’s show: they carry it through with 
an extraordinary, compelling energy. 
Terence Donovan and George Spartels 
(Mr Cellophane) both steal their share of 
the limelight with fine performances, and 
the supporting company is superbly well- 
drilled, with not an ostrich feather out of 
place.
My one reservation about Chicago was 
that the very precision which held it 
together seemed to have undermined its 
spontaneity. Each audience has the right to 
feel that the unexpected could happen, that 
the performance is truly live and special for 
them. This is a somewhat churlish point: 
after a hundred or so performances, it must 
be hard to do anything new. But there were 
a few moments when this first-rate 
production seemed in some danger of 
becoming bland. Chicago is not just
another mindless musical, but an in­
teresting and contentious critique of a 
newspaper-dominated society, and the 
spectacle should not be allowed to 
overwhelm the ideas.
Sesame Street Live, which is presented 
on a national tour by Michael Edgley, is 
not live, but taped, and not up to Edgley’s 
usual high standard.
The voices of the familiar characters 
from the TV series, Big Bird, Cookie 
Monster, Oscar the Grouch, the counting 
Count, etc., were all perfectly authentic, 
emanating as they did from the original 
and apparently unmodified American 
tape. The Australian cast mimed and 
danced their way through it with com­
mendable determination, but the pro­
duction still seemed very pre-packaged: if 
the audience laughed longer than allowed 
at a joke, the next line was simply drowned.
It was uncannily like watching a vast TV 
screen. The children in the audience 
certainly seemed to enjoy themselves, but 
overall the production was disappointingly 
undemanding.
More traditional pantomime farce came 
from the Nimrod Theatre, in the shape of 
their splendid children’s play performed on 
Clark Island in Sydney Harbour, Richard 
Tulloch’s The Cocky o f Bungaree, directed 
by Chris Johnson.
From the departure of the ferry-boat
Carol Raye, Robert Hughes, Al Thomas, Jane Harders and Tim McKenzie in STC's You Can’t Take It With You.
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Chicago.
without the substance of the earlier play. 
These limitations of plot and character­
isation either obscure what the writer is 
trying to say or allow it to be dismissed. 
The production was memorable mainly for 
some fine singing from Penny Cook, an 
intense performance from Ben Franklin 
and a zany one from Rosemarie Lenzo. The 
show is presented with the Griffin’s 
customary energy and enthusiasm, but 
there is more promise than achievement 
here; it deserves more encouragement than 
praise
from the Opera House steps, with actors 
and audience aboard, it was a jolly romp, a 
journey to a place of myth, fable and 
almost totally suspended disbelief.
Paul Bertram, still remembered from 
Nimrod's last Clark Island offering, Pirates 
at the £¿7/77(1980) here repeated his success. 
He has the happy and unusual knack of 
making both children and adults laugh at 
the same time, at different jokes: he is a 
master of the aside. As the villainous city- 
slicker, Sir Sydney Harbour, his every step 
is vigorously and deservedly hissed and 
booed by the young audience. Sir Sydney is 
poised to cheat the brave Cocky Bourke 
(Martin Vaughan) out'of the property he 
has nurtured and slaved over these forty 
years.
Help arrives in the shape of the principal 
boy. Flash Jacqueline from Gundagai, the 
fastest shearing sheila this side of the 
rabbit-proof fence, the only one capable of 
shearing Cocky’s sheep in time to thwart 
Sir Sydney’s plot and save the farm. There 
is some glorious clowning from Tony 
Taylor as a Scottish impersonator of 
almost anything, Carole Skinner as 
Diamond Lil, the sly grog merchant of 
equally capacious bosom and heart,Warren 
Coleman as a comic-book constable and 
Tony Sheldon as Gerald the Clever Sheep.
It is a morality tale, cleverly executed, 
with a sound, workable plot and a stack of 
theatrical tricks to please the kids. The 
Cocky o f Bungaree is an excellent intro­
duction to live theatre.
Nimrod’s final productions of last year 
were two highly ambitious musical works 
which ultimately failed to live up to 
expectations.
Upstairs was the first Australian per­
formance of a play by Odon von Horvath 
(1902-1938), an Austro-Hungarian play­
wright of the 1930s whose work is receiving 
considerable attention in Europe. This was 
the ironically titled Tales From The Vienna 
Woods, directed by Aubrey Mellor.
Horvath’s voice is a unique and 
disturbing one, a Kafka-esque cry of 
amazed despair as the prison gates slam 
shut on hope and the real tortures begin. 
This play, in Christopher Hampton’s 
somewhat colourless translation, has a 
number of brilliant moments of black 
comedy; it comments observantly on 
human nature under stress, and it exposes 
some of the common hypocrisies practised 
by people motivated by need or greed.
Despite excellent work from Nimrod’s 
regular company and a number of guests, 
for me the play failed intellectually: it made 
no clear statement on the issues it was 
purporting to discuss. There was no 
continuing thread to link the sketches.
Horvath, a homeless refugee from 
Hitler’s journey, was killed in 1938 by a 
falling tree-branch on the Champs Elysees 
in Paris, after a clairvoyant had told him to 
go there for “the greatest adventure of his
Nancye Hayes, Terence Donovan and cast in STC’s
life” . Had he lived, Horvath would have 
enjoyed the irony: Tales From The Vienna 
Woods is an intriguing, if jumbled, study of 
the darker twists and vagaries of fortune.
Downstairs at Nimrod was an even more 
disorganised collection of revue items and 
party tricks, presented by the Women and 
Theatre group, apparently as an end-of- 
term treat to themselves, Desert Flambe.
There were some gems: Deborah 
Kennedy’s opening monologue, a sharp 
send-up of egotistical male ockerism, 
Valerie Bader’s rousing vocals and some 
ensemble comedy, but Desert Flambe, like 
the Upstairs play, offered no coherent, 
continuing thread of thought, with the 
result that the talents of the cast were by no 
means fully employed.
Incoherence was also thé major failing of 
the Griffin Theatre Company’s first present­
ation of the year at the Stables, Cheap 
Thrills. The writer, Grant Fraser, was 
responsible for one of the best new plays of 
last year, Sex and the Single Teenager, also 
put on by the Griffin.
Cheap Thrills is angrier and less amusing, 
as well as narrower in focus. Set a decade 
hence, it examines sex, drugs and rock’n’ 
roll as compensations for living in 
expectation of the neutron bomb, and finds 
all three wanting. The musical analogy is 
maintained throughout and the use of pop 
songs from different ages is at times 
potently expressive.
Sex and the Single Teenager was 
episodic, a series of sharp vignettes. Cheap 
Thrills is also structurally immature,
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OLD.
Strains of war
MOTHER COURAGE 
AND HER CHILDREN
THE LONDON BLITZ 
SHOW
by Jeremy Ridgman
Mother Courage and Her Children by Bertolt Brecht. 
TN, Woodward Theatre, Brisbane Qld. Opened 
November 18, 1981.
Director, Bryan Nason; Set, David Bell, Jamie Madean; 
Costumes, Mike Bridges; Musical Director, John Rush. 
Cast: Jennifer Blocksidge, Judith Anderson, Paul 
Haseler, Peter Merrill, Greg Parke, David Palm, Errol 
O’Neill Sean Mee, Laurence Hodge, Kaye Stevenson, 
Ross Daniels, David Palm, Stephen Whittaker, John 
Rush.
(Professional)
The London Blitz Show by Frank Hatherley and Jeremy 
La Boite. Brisbane Qld. Opened December 1981. 
Director, Robert Kingham; Choreographer, Megan 
Handerson.
Cast: Peter Darch, Alec Raymond, Julie Bray, Kym Ford, 
Hugh Taylor, Geoff Cassidy.
( Pro/am)
It has been a good year for the TN 
Company. They have managed to strike a 
balance between innovation and familiarity 
that has kept audiences coming back for 
more, helped them to take duds like 
Slarstud in their stride and established them 
as a reputable and dedicated ensemble. All 
this despite not having a home to call their 
own, though perhaps the TN’s nomadic 
existence has become part of their 
attraction, engendering an image of raffish 
artistic bohemianism.
Mother Courage is an excellent choice for 
the end of an auspicious year, a testing piece 
for the company and a full-blooded 
experience fortheir audience. It is probably 
the company’s most satisfactory 
production this year, well put together and 
with more than a few inspired moments.
It is difficult to find fault with Bryan 
Nason’s view concerning the play’s con­
tinuing relevance, but the premise that it is 
all the more pertinent for having been 
written at a time when war was in the air, I 
find reductive. In an important sense, the 
play is not about war, but about capitalism, 
for which war serves as a metaphor; war, for 
Brecht, was capitalism with the gloves off, a 
way of life to which all and sundry adapt, 
betraying their human instincts and 
collaborating, objectively, with the class 
enemy in the pursuit of economic survival.
The decision to suggest, through 
modified colloquialisms, some added
melodies and, more importantly, updated 
uniforms, a First World War setting, 
obviously has strong associations for an 
audience and makes the experience of the 
action immediate, but on the metaphorical 
level it is less satisfactory. What seems 
important about the Thirty Years War for 
Brecht is precisely that it lasted, on and off, 
for thirty years, creating for a generation 
and half a continent a way of life: for an 
Australian audience, the Great War was 
perhaps too much “over there” and lacked 
that immediate sense of perpetuity. More­
over, given that Nason’s use of the Anzac 
image seems intended to work more on a 
connotative than a denotative level, on 
“feel” rather than meaning, it seems a pity 
that the visual impact was not carried 
through into the decor, which, in the studio 
space of the Woodward Theatre was in fact 
negligible. One wished for a sense of 
landscape, upon which the narrative 
structure of the play seems partly to depend; 
reference perhaps to the paintings of 
Drysdale might have filled the vacuum. The
lived-in costumes and authenticity of such 
business as the Cook’s preparation of meat 
conveyed, as Brecht demanded, the day to 
day rawness of life, but against the polished 
parquet floors and apologetically tarted up 
black walls of the Woodward, looked 
faintly ridiculous.
A rather sobre pace and direct use of 
details from Brecht’s model book suggested 
a rather over-deferential approach to the 
action itself, and I found aggravating the 
calculated and slightly precious use of a fake 
dressing room, complete with mirrors and 
lights, behind a scrim, the vulgar Brecht- 
ianism of which was accentuated by the fact 
that for the most part the actors chose to 
change their costumes elsewhere, out of 
sight, and that the lights in this “dressing 
room” were often dimmed to complement 
an effect in the main acting area.
John Rush’s arrangement of Dessauand 
his own occasional compositions gave fire 
to the performance, as did the central 
performances, which were all too patently 
in a higher league than those of the 
supporting cast. Laurence Hodge brought a 
subtle complexity to the Chaplain and 
Judith Anderson’s Kattrin, the audience’s 
second pair of eyes as it were, was superb, 
rising to a stirring climax with her martyred 
death. Errol O’Neill, an actor ofintelligence 
and rough-hewn robustness, was perfect as 
the Cook and his early scenes with Courage 
among the best. Jennifer Blocksidge 
succeeded in conveying the hardbitten, 
gritty determination of Courage, but 
occasionally I felt the performance was 
dominated by technique. The chunky 
stature and physicality in Blocksidge’s 
reading of the role however sometimes 
hardened into imposing images of pride and 
suffering and the final rendering of “ Look 
Alive” , combined with the pitiable yet 
magnificent effort of at last pulling that 
mighty cart on her own, was unforgettable.
War is also the order of the day in La 
Boite’s Christmas family fare, The London 
Blitz Show, a nostalgic trip into the world of 
Vera Lynn and ration cards which attempts 
to pass itself off as a sort of musical People’s 
War. In what is, I hope, meant to be an ironic 
ending, the chirpy songsters suddenly come 
over all political and look forward to 
building a socialist utopia out of both the 
ruins and the working class solidarity of 
wartime. Unfortunately Frank Hatherley 
and Jeremy Barlow, whose Ripper Show is a 
far less pretentious and more tuneful minor 
musical, lack the control over their subject 
matter to make their intentions clear. There 
is a good sketch about an unsavoury 
proletarian evacuee billeted on a snotty 
aristocratic family and an hilarious mimed 
Ink Spots routine, but otherwise nothing 
much you wouldn’t get from a $5.99 special 
from K-tel. In a cast that is not required to be 
much more than loveable, plucky cockneys, 
Kym Ford goes one better and exhibits real 
style and a great voice.
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S .A .
Large concerns, 
many cares
THE SAD SONGS OF 
ANNIE SANDO
by Gus Worby
The Sad Songs o f Annie Sando by Doreen Clarke. State 
Theatre Company, Playhouse, Adelaide, SA. Opened 
November 20, 1981.
Director, Margaret Davis; Designer, Stephen Curtis. 
Cast: Christine Woodland, Stuart McCreery, Jacquy 
Phillips, Isobel Kirk.
(Professional)
Statistics say that upward of 100,000 
women and children will seek refuge in 
women’s shelters throughout Australia this 
year. It was the same last year and, no 
doubt, the year before that. Statistics say 
that every week children are abducted by 
an aggrieved or rebellious parent (usually 
the father) and spirited interstate or even 
overseas. Organisations like DAWMA and 
FORCE exist for the sole purpose of 
fighting child custody orders. Nobody wins 
in this little war.
Were Annie and John Sando “real” they 
would just be part of the statistics. Their 
abducted child would be one more link in 
an endless cycle of violence and re­
tribution. She would be another potential 
victim of terror, mental torture, depend­
ence and deprivation were she to live long 
enough to marry and have kids of her own. 
Doreen Clarke has given a particular face, 
a scenario and something of a context to 
what has remained for too long an 
anonymous problem.
It is indeed the anonymity — the 
loneliness and loss of identity — which 
makes its mark in this production. The very 
need to hide, to shelter, to protect, governs 
all other action. “What is my name? My 
name is Annie Sando” sings a spotlit 
Annie, over and over again in a lament 
which takes her back to a childhood 
memory of desertion, past the shades of 
inhibition, deception, indifference and 
humiliation. “Who am I, and where do I 
belong?” are questions which all Clarke’s 
characters ask in different ways. Take Nell, 
for example.
Nell Turnbull fastens on Annie in the 
shelter to which they have both fled after 
being beaten once too often by their 
husbands. Hers is a “seen it all” , “that’s the 
way the world is” toughness and cynicism 
which hides the residual doubt: “Do I 
deserve to be hit?” Annie and John, Nell
and her husband, are all casualties of the 
same role-dominated and fixated per­
ception of the way this society operates.
And John Sando — the basher, the 
bastard — in his outside world is a small 
“grey” man, who wears someone else’s 
name on his overalls. Swinging danger­
ously between bully and baby he waits for 
the push, the trigger, which will send him to 
the brink of desperation and homicide. 
Inevitably it will be Annie, hovering, 
cringing, who takes the punishment.
The Sad Songs Of Annie Sando, then, is a 
play with large concerns and many cares. 
The attempt to balance the issues with the 
small but vital details is not always 
successful, either in the writing or the 
shaping of the piece in performance. The 
direction, by Margaret Davis, undoubtedly 
responds to the best writing but fails to 
unify the piece. Ms Davis has in some parts 
found real psychological depth and 
subtlety, and her timing of the final scene in 
the first half is spot on. But there are 
moments when the production is over­
stated and melodramatic — in the knife­
point abduction, for example, which marks 
the crescendo of the second half. There is a 
symmetry about the play’s structure which 
demands its production equivalent. There 
are times too when the Price Theatre 
refuses to behave like the fully equipped 
Playhouse and scene changes, transitions 
and establishing moments need some other 
mood-sustaining design and performance 
convention than a scuffle and scuttle in half 
light.
When it works, however, it works very 
well. The first shelter scene between Annie 
(Christine W oodland), Nell (Jacqy 
Phillips), and Laine (Isobel Kirk) is 
excellent, as are the latter-half interchanges 
between Nell and Annie as they attempt to 
live together in a run-down Commission 
flat. It is, in fact, the presence of Nell, and 
the performance of Jacqy Phillips which 
gives the highpoints their stature. Ms 
Phillips has a firecracker energy and a 
marvellous sense of comic, throw-away 
timing which integrates Nell’s rough-as- 
bags exterior with her great vulnerability. 
This is a smart interpretation, in the best 
sense of the word.
The play needs a male character as 
strongly written as Nell, to provide Annie 
with the kind of dramatic rebound she 
requires to release her full potential. Stuart 
McCreery has done quite a lot, I think, to 
interpolate a range of sensational shifts 
into the first scene between John and 
Annie, but there is still something lacking 
here which prejudices the chances for 
character development later.
As Annie, Christine Woodland sings a 
sad song. Worried, diffident, eventually 
neurotic, she holds tightly to the diminish­
ing centre of a fragmenting world. The shy 
smile, the oblique glance, and the sheer 
physical effort of pushing the character 
past the barriers and complexes of 
inferiority make her Annie Sando as 
memorable in its way as the central 
character in Don Crombie’s fictionalised 
documentary Who Killed Jenny Langby.
THEATRE AUSTRALIA FEBRUARY 1982 33
—* •
Soft centres and 
hard edges
1
MELBOURNE
ROUND-UP
by Suzanne Spunner
For the close of 1981, theatre in Melbourne 
was soft at the centre, with MTC 
dominated by festive froth. At the 
Athenaeum, Ben Travers’ farce, A Cuckoo 
in the Nest raised some desultory chuckles 
with a lacklustre production only relieved 
by mannered performances by Babs 
McMillan as the upper class matriarch, and 
Anne Phelan as the snorting village idiot. 
While Beecham had a return season 
upstairs, Frank Thring ranted at Russell 
Street. Thring’s evening’s intercourse had 
some regional appeal and historical 
fascination, but was far too long and 
indulgent. At Her Majesty’s They’re 
Playing Our Song continued and continued 
like a stuck record.
The Playbox was given over to two 
productions by St Martin’s Youth Theatre. 
When Lips Collide by Michael Mitchener 
and Helmut Bakaitis played in the larger 
downstairs theatre. It took Australian 
cultural heroes and heroines drawn 
indiscriminately from, if not the right and 
the left, at least the indifferent and the 
culpable — Tanya Verstak and Sir Bruce 
Small to name one extreme, and added an 
illiberal sprinkling of internationals — Eva 
Peron, Henry Kissinger and Mother 
Courage, and then had Ita Buttrose lead 
them in an Ayn Rand Pilgrims Progress. 
Some 23 young and talented performers 
were directed in a style of formation acting 
so tight it made The Nuremberg Rally and 
Xanadu look undisciplined. Despite the 
over-determination of Bakiatis’ direction, 
Gina Riley’s Ita, Kirstie Grant’s Daddy 
and Mark Trevorrow’s Manning Clarke 
shone.
In the smaller upstairs theatre, 
Mitchener directed The Flat — A 
Temporary Thing by young writer, Andrew 
Macpherson with a talented all male cast 
straight out of the men’s section in Vogue. 
The play suggested Pinter and early 
Hibberd, and the stark and chill staging 
stressed the menace implicit in the writing, 
but swamped the subleties. Both pro­
ductions were camp and decidedly miso­
gynist but had an unequivocal style.
The Pram’s final last production was 
Mushroom Troupe’s mini rock opera, 
Savage Love by Neil Giles and Alison
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Richards. It traced the rise and demise of a 
singularly uninteresting punk performer; 
taut and brittle, it never really left the 
ground but it made a lot of noise trying.
At Anthill, Artaud made a return season 
in French, and Artisan, a mime group 
under Chris Dickins’ direction, staged two 
original pieces, Violin Bird and Desire, an 
adaption of A Streetcar Named Desire. In 
its original form at La Mama, Violin Bird 
was beguiling in its rough naivety, but
Desire suffered from a tedious literality and 
a stage cluttered with numerous uninspired 
extras. Had it been pared down to the three 
main characters and their environment 
abstracted, it could have worked superbly, 
for the scenes between Blanche (Robyn 
Sedgwick), Stanley (Paul Sladdin) and 
Stella (Pamela Ward) steamed with tense, 
electric sexuality. There seemed little point 
in making a silent film — the power of 
mime is not to enact words, but to render
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them irrelevant. Meanwhile theatre 
restaurants prospered with original shows 
playing at The Comedy Cafe, The Banana 
Lounge, The Flying Trapeze and Le Joke 
at The Last Laugh. The most interesting 
and innovative threatre occurred at the 
edges — in the new Contemporary 
Performance Centre, at La Mama and Zoo 
Studio, while popular theatre drew large 
audiences in provincial centres.
MAHAGONNY__________
Mahagonny by Bertolt Brecht and Kurt Weill. Zoo 
Theatre, Contemporary Performance Centre, Haw­
thorn. Opened November 24, 1981.
Director and Designer, Geoff Hooke; Producer, John 
Ellis, Musical Direction, Bruce Moshel, Stephen 
Kearney.
Cast: Iris Walshe-Howling, Ruth Schoenheimer, Neil 
Gladwin, Stephen Kearney, Bruce Moshel, Chrys 
Tintner, Neil Howe, Patricia Viggiano, Rod Towie.
(Professional)
Over the past 18 months, Geoff Hooke 
has gained a considerable reputation as a 
director of stylish, theatrical theatre. His 
company, Zoo Theatre, brings together 
performers drawn largely from the 
cabaret/theatre restaurant circuit includ­
ing Steve Kearney and Neil Gladwin from 
Los Trios Ringbarkos. Hooke’s aim was, 
“to make art, spectacle and entertainment 
happen together” . The venue was new, a 
converted church, and the vehicle old — 
Brecht/Weill’s 1930 opera, Mahagonny. 
Edited and heavily rescored in the brash, 
complex notes of contemporary rock, the 
production pivoted on a series of pro­
positions about civilisations, cities, money 
and justice put in the dialectic mode.
In other plays Brecht has shaped his 
argument better, but the power of 
Mahagonny has always lain with Weill’s 
music and the songs, and Hooke’s version 
had similar strengths and weaknesses. The 
songs and the singing-acting of Ruth 
Schoenheimer as Jenny and Bruce Moshel 
as Jimmy were riveting — hard, raunchy, 
ironic and poigant. Schoenheimer’s 
version of “The Alabama Song” and 
Moshel’s superb horn playing and vocals 
on “When You’re A Stranger in the City” 
made even the ear-splitting loudness 
bearable. The entrepreneurial figures, 
Trinity Moses and Leocadia Begbick, who 
build and rule the city of Mahagonny are 
only sketched by Brecht and Hooke’s 
casting of Neil Gladwin and Iris Walshe- 
Howling seemed dictated more by the 
arresting visual effect of their physical 
contrast, than their ability to command a 
performance. Gladwin was recessive and 
wryly evil while Walshe-Howling postured 
and declaimed without controlling 
attention. Their performances in Brecht’s 
unusually flaccid court scene made Jimm’s 
trial and death sentence more plaintive
than the fierce and ugly tragedy it could 
have been.
Hooke’s aesthetic is brutal modernism 
— two-tiered scaffolding towers like the 
burning ghats dominated the acting area, 
and beneath them the actor-singers per­
formed on wooden pallets manoeuvred 
into position on fork lifts by a tuxedoed 
stage manager; electrical wires connected 
to instruments, synthesisers, microphones, 
lights and a slide projector made a web of 
nets, which created a life support system 
that both released and trapped the actors’ 
power of movement and vocal projection.
The performers had white faces and 
wore the kind of clothes respectable 
parents might have worn in the fifties, and 
they moved between scenes like 
somnambulists. In addition to Schoen­
heimer and Moshel’s virtuoso perfor­
mances, Steve Kearney as Billy with his 
Buster Keaton mobile mask face and 
maniacal drumming and Chrys Tintner as 
The Speaker with her Alice in Wonderland 
innocence and her demented Exorcist child 
clarity contributed to the haunting feel and 
the moments of frozen stillness that so 
characterised the production.
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MANSFIELD STARK
Mansfield Stark by Peter King; Adaptions for the stage 
from the works of Katherine Mansfield — “ Germans 
At Meat” , “Psychology”, “At The Bay”. La Mama, 
Carlton, transferred to Zoo Studio, Fitzroy. Opened 
November 26, 1981.
Director. Peter King.
Cast: David Kendall, Rob Meldrum, Jillian Murray and 
Meredith Rogers.
As both the BBC series and Cathy 
Downes show proved, Katherine Mans­
field’s short stories are uniquely amenable 
to dramatic adaption. In Mansfield Stark, 
Peter King included material from two of 
Mansfield’s best known and most auto­
biographical stories, “At The Bay” and 
Prelude , as well as the lesser known 
pieces, “Psychology” and “Germans At 
Meat” . King’s treatment opened up the 
dramatic narrative by putting into dialogue 
both characters’ thoughts and authorial 
comment. This allowed for a richer less 
naturalistic performance style while it 
maintained and accentuated Mansfield’s 
voice.
The production assumed a knowledge of 
Mansfield’s work insofar as one needed to 
be aware that there was no literal 
connection between the three pieces. 
Staged with a minimum of props and only 
indications of costume on a bare, house-lit 
stage, Mansfield Stark relied on the 
invention of its actors — David Kendall, 
Rob Meldrum, Jillian Murray and 
Meredith Rogers.
Each piece had a distinct and different 
feel .“At The Bay” used transformational 
performance to create the various sub­
worlds surrounding the Burnell household- 
parents, children, neighbours and servants; 
“ Psychology” was starker and more. 
Strindbergian in its delineation of the 
failure of an intellectual approach to love; 
while “Germans At Meat” , a breakfast 
encounter between a gently patriotic 
Englishwoman and assorted Teutonic 
digestive obsessives went for full-on comic 
madness in the manner of Brooks’ Ubu or 
Dickins’ Golden Goldenbergs.
The performances were precise, subtle 
and immediate, and as the four actors 
played more than twenty parts between 
them, individual cameos are difficult to 
rank above the strong ensemble work. 
However Jillian Murray and Rob Meldrum 
stand out in “At The Bay” as surely as 
Meredith Rogers and David Kendall do in 
“Psychology” , and as all did in the 
hilarious “Germans At Meat”. In “At The 
Bay” the adhesions that arose through 
multiple playing created resonances with 
the generational theme of the piece. In it
Jillian Murray played both Linda Burnell, 
the young woman yearning for a fulfill­
ment greater than that provided by her 
husband and four children, and Linda’s 
sister-in-law Beryl who dreams of a 
passionate lover, as well as Linda’s 
daughter, Kezia, the sensitive little girl on 
the brink of some darker adult awareness.
While Rob Meldrum was equally 
credible as the youngest daughter, Lottie, 
as he was as Harry Kember the fastest and 
suavest man at the bay. In “Psychology” , 
Meredith Rogers and David Kendall 
created an intense and painfully funny duo 
as the couple unable to declare their 
feelings and displacing all in a tense and 
staccato discussion of the importance of 
the psychological novel.
King’s direction was inventive and 
uncluttered, building delicate, sensual 
images and undercutting them with 
moments of piercing perception and 
crackling wit, as indeed Mansfield does 
herself.
THREE
MASQUERADERS
Three Masqueraders. “The 9 To 5er”; “The Merry-Go- 
Round Person”; “The Old Woman At The Window”. 
La Mama, Carlton. Opened November 26, 1981. 
Devised and Performed by Elizabeth Paterson; 
Director, Jenny Kemp;
Elizabeth Paterson’s “masquerades” 
encompass theatre, performance art, soft 
sculpture and a hybrid of mask and 
puppetry. Her inspiration is the Yoruba 
masqueraders of Nigeria who cover 
themselves completely in cloth and create 
both a character and its environment. 
Since finishing the VCA drama course in
1979, Paterson has created four such 
masquerades — “The Car Person”, “The 
Old Woman At The Window” , “The 9 to 
5er” and “The Merry-Go-Round Person” 
— making the costumes, writing the scripts 
and performing the pieces solo. The first 
three pieces were shown at La Mama last 
year. Since then Paterson has been working 
with director Jenny Kemp and this has 
resulted in considerable rewriting and 
reworking of “The Old Woman At The 
Window” and “The 9 To 5er” , as well as 
the development of “The Merry-Go- 
Round Person” through improvisation.
“The Merry-Go-Round Person” marks 
a departure in Paterson’s work; she is no 
longer completely covered by the costume 
but rather wears the merry-go-round as a 
hat and draws from the pockets of her dress 
the weird little characters she puts to ride 
on it. Whereas in “The Old Woman At The 
Window” , Paterson is completely covered 
by a stitched cloth, glove-like mask, and in 
turn encased in the windowframe/chest 
from which she surveys the world and 
comments on the affairs of her family by 
way of the letters and photos she takes 
from the drawers of the chest. And in “The 
9 To 5er”, she is the central “dummy” of a 
group of seven frazzled men and women — 
rush-hour shoppers and commuters who 
press in on her with every move she makes.
The main difference between the first La 
Mama show and this, is a move toward self­
revelation; both in the unmasking of the 
performer, and in the increasing use of 
autobiographical and personal fantasy in 
the imagery and writing. Kemp’s work with 
Paterson has sharpened the performances 
overall and led to a more direct relation­
ship with the audience, with the result that 
the work now seems more at home in a 
theatre than a gallery.
Elizabeth Paterson as The Merry-Go-Round Person in Three Masqueraders. Photo: Jeff Busby. 
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WA.
A flourish of 
desperation
by Margot Luke
DEMOLITION JOB 
COURT NAPPING
SOMETHING FUNNY 
HAPPENED ON THE 
WAY TO THE FORUM
GASLIGHT
Court Napping Hole in the Wall Theatre, Perth. Opened 
26 Nov 1981.
Original material by James Bean, Alan Cassell, Ivan 
King, Caroline McKenzie, Edgar Metcalfe, Kerris Myers 
and Joan Sydney.
Director, Edgar Metcalfe; Design, William Dowd.
Cast: James Bean, Caroline McKenzie, Maurie Ogden, 
Joan Sydney. Dennis Follington at the piano. 
(Professional)
Annie Book, Thomas Meehan; Music, Charles Strouse; 
Lyrics, Martin Charnin. His Majesty’s Theatre, Perth. 
Opened December 1 1981.
Director, Stephen Barry; Design, Steve Nolan; Musical 
Direction, Derek Bond; Choreography, Kevan Johnston. 
Cast: Annie, Gillian McLean or Elizabeth Moxham; 
Miss Hannigan, Jill Perryman with Terry Johnson, 
James Beattie, Edgar Metcalfe, Kevan Johnston, Danny 
Harford, Glenn Hitchcock, Raymond Duparc. 
(Professional)
Gaslight by Patrick Hamilton. Playhouse, Perth. WA 
Actors Co-operative. Opened 16 December 1981. 
Director, Jay Walsh; Designer, Alan Murphy.
Cast: Helen Tripp, Andy King, Polly Low, Jenny Vuletic, 
Phil Wilbraham, Ron McQueen.
(Professional)
Demolition Job by Gordon Graham. Hole in the Wall, 
Perth. Opened October 27, 1981.
Director, Edgar Metcalfe; Designer, Gene Banducci. 
Cast: Andy King, Peter Hardy, Christopher Greenacre.
(Professional)
A Funny Thing Happened On The Way To The Forum
Her Majesty’s, Perth.
Director, Jenny McNae.
Cast: Noel Ferrier, Maurie Ogden, Jennie Vuletic, James 
Bean, Lynne Crozier, James Beattie, Ron Harwood, Phil 
Wilbraham, Ivan King.
(Professional)
In Perth, 1981 ended with a flourish of 
desperation. Theatres were battling for 
their existence, and audiences were given, if 
not bread, at least lavish quantities of cake.
Two big musicals, a witty revue, a 
Victorian thriller and a visit from Super­
dame Edna. And — yes — there was a 
morsel of meat as well: there was 
Demolition Job, and also a brave new 
venture in University-based theatre.
When Gordon Graham’s Demolition Job 
started at the Hole, there were fears that the
title might prove prophetic: the theatre was 
one of the Doomed Eight victims of the 
federal funding cuts. Meanwhile, thanks 
initially to prompt first-aid by the WA Arts 
Council, and then to federal mind­
changing, the future looks more promising.
It would have been hard to find a play 
that illustrated the value of the Hole better 
than Demo Job. The theatre is small enough 
to take chances with both new playwrights 
and actors (here it did both) and yet it’s big 
enough to make an impact. The play wasn’t 
really a risk — it came well recommended 
— but Best Play Awards don’t necessarily 
filter through to potential audiences. The 
play had to prove itself, and Edgar 
Metcalfe gave it the production it deserved: 
subtle in its exploration of character, lively 
in its humour, and convincingly explosive 
when the well-established tensions broke 
loose.
Andy King was first-rate as the no-hoper 
with a chip on his shoulder — resentment 
feeding a sort of baffled, pained stupidity. 
In marvellous contrast was Peter Hardy as 
the other wrecker — relentlessly good- 
humoured, and, sensing drama when the 
two old school-“mates” meet un­
expectedly, doing his cunning best to stir 
up the action. Christopher Greenacre, in 
his first professional appearance after a 
student theatre background, provided a 
thoughtful and sympathetic study of the 
sensitive victim.
And then came the silly season. The Hole 
celebrated with an entertainment 
mockingly dedicated to outgoing Premier 
Charles Court: entitled Court Napping, it 
was very much university revue in style, but 
better in overall quality.
With material written by the local 
theatre fraternity (and sorority) it was
predictable that much of the satire would 
be aimed at political philistines, cultural 
poseurs and West Australian weirdos, 
though Edgar Metcalfe, who shaped and 
directed the show, had shrewdly judged 
how much “serious” material could be 
tolerated.
Dramatically the most inventive, and 
certainly the funniest item, was a severely 
budget-cut version of War and Peace 
performed by one actor and one stage 
manager with the aid of some coconut 
shells (horses), a matchbox (for burning 
Moscow) and a seemingly endless assort­
ment of mops and headgear representing a 
cast of thousands. With a lineup like that, 
who needs funds anyway?
Joan Sydney also scored a personal 
triumph with one of the few sombre 
moments of the show — an updated 
version of “ Danny Boy” .
At the show-place His Majesty’s two 
audience-pleasers followed each other in 
rapid succession.
Something Funny Happened On The Way 
To The Forum always seems to use the long 
title as an attention-getting device, as 
though uncertain of its appeal as a popular 
musical. The basic idea of an anachronistic 
Roman farce is funny; some of the lines are 
hysterical, but the story development in the 
second half flags horribly. Also, of course, 
Stephen Sondheim’s peculiar blend of 
music alternatively tuneful and grating, 
sets up its own problems. (It is now 
fashionable to praise his least attractive 
songs extravagantly in the naive belief that 
monotony and discord equals greatness, 
but audiences for musicals don’t know 
about that.)
Jenny McNae, directing, wisely con­
centrated on imaginative comedy routines,
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as the cast, on the whole, was stronger on 
acting than on singing. Both the sight-gags 
in the first half, and the breathless multi­
character chase at the end were handled 
with great skill. The costumes and 
personalities (especially James Beattie’s 
Hysterium) were fun — the longueurs came 
mainly with the songs, where the honorable 
exceptions were the solo by Domina 
(Jennie Vuletic) and Maurie Ogden as 
Senex leading what turned out to be the 
highlight of the show: “ Everybody ought 
to have a Maid” .
Noel Ferrier as the star Prologus/ 
Pseudolus relied heavily (!) on his own 
persona, and the audience clearly loved 
him.
Annie is a different kettle of fish. Even 
though, except for “Tomorrow” and 
“Easy Street”, the songs go in one ear and 
out the other, the whole thing moves at a 
tremendous pace, is polished and witty, 
and was intelligently cast. The people who 
were supposed to sing, sang, and although 
Jill Perryman played the monstrous Miss 
Hannigan even more grotesquely than one 
remembered her from the Melbourne 
production, she was still memorable, and 
Kevan Johnston still displays that unique 
and classy style of dancing remembered as 
far back as the great musicals of the fifties.
The kids were beautifully rehearsed and 
personable, and the Annies more than a
match for their Eastern States counter­
parts. Edgar Metcalfe gave Daddy 
Warbucks an attractively quizzical touch 
of irony, and Raymond Duparc was 
superbly elegant as FDR. A special joy was 
Terry Johnson as Grace Farrell, the 
secretary — one of the few singers around 
who seems equally at home in opera and 
musical.
The production as a whole was one of the 
best things one remembers from Stephen 
Barry.
While “The National Theatre at the 
Playhouse” was presenting Annie at His 
Majesty’s Theatre, the Playhouse itself was 
being put to good use by an enterprising 
group of actors who, rather than facing a 
“resting period” , decided to form them­
selves into the WA Actors’ Co-operative, 
and without subsidy or other safety-net put 
on Patrick Hamilton’s evergreen thriller 
Gaslight, directed by Jay Walsh.
Alan Murphy’s nicely oppressive 
Victorian room with huge gas-light centre 
stage, created the right atmosphere; Andy 
King made a chillingly sadistic villain (the 
fact that he was a murderer seemed far less 
frightening than his icy calculated mental 
cruelty), whilst Helen Tripp wavered 
successfully between pathetic vulnerability 
and frenzied hysteria. (Were Victorian 
women really driven to those extremes, one 
wonders?) There was a nicely avuncular 
goody detective, played by Phil
Wilbraham, a pert maid by Polly Low, and 
Jenny Vuletic was wasted in the part of 
sympathetic housekeeper.
Another new Company was the 
University-based La Barraca La Segunda 
Compania, directed by Cliff Gillam. 
Despite the pretentious title (inspired by 
Federico Lorca) the company showed 
plenty of verve with a rather strangely 
assorted groups of plays.
Before interval there were two one-acters 
by Ayckbourn (Countdown) and Alun 
Owen {Norma), whereas the second half 
was entirely devoted to Lorca’s The Love o f 
Don Perlimplin and Belisa in the Garden.
The Lorca play was mysteriously 
exhilarating. Lorca’s blood imagery was 
here mixed with bizarre and sad humour, 
and the audience was given ample scope to 
surmise and interpret the symbols of this 
tale about an ageing dreamer who marries 
unwisely. Tim Wilson as Don Perlimplin 
was both funny and moving — he has 
appeared in a number of university 
productions and is clearly someone to be 
watched.
All too often student theatre restricts 
itself either to safe productions related to 
the year’s English syllabus, or to shocking 
the Establishment, and it was refreshing to 
find a group with an approach that was 
neither dryly academic nor slavishly 
trendy. May the string of their successes be 
as long as their name!
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ACT
THEATRE ACT
Playhouse (496488): On Our Selection 
adapted by George Whaley; director, 
George Whaley. Starts Feb 20.
For entries contact Janet Healey on 
494769.
NSW
ENSEMBLE THEATRE (9298877)
Black Ball Game by Don Webb; 
director, Don Reid; designer, Warren 
Field. Starts Feb 4.
GENESIAN THEATRE (9092928)
Macbeth  by William Shakespeare; 
director, Ray Ainsworth. Starts Feb 5.
GRIFFIN THEATRE COMPANY 
(333817)
Stables Theatre: Cheap Thrills  by 
Grant Fraser; designer, Jack Ritchie. 
Into Feb. New production starts mid 
Feb.
HUNTER VALLEY THEATRE 
COMPANY (049/262526)
I Am Work by John O’Donoghue; 
director, Aarne Neeme; music, Allan 
McFadden; with entire HVTC 
company and Vic Rooney. Re-run of 
this highly successful Newcastle 
drama. Feb 1-6, 12 and 13.
K IR R IB IL L I PUB T H E A T R E  (921415)
The Buccaneer Show; producer, Bill 
Young; with Zoe Bertram, Paul 
Bertram and Margie McCrae. 
Throughout Feb.
MARIAN STREET THEATRE 
(4983166)
What The Butler Saw by Joe Orton; 
director, John Milson; with Ron 
Frazer, Joan Bruce, Reg Gillam and 
Simon Burke. One of Orton’s 
masterpieces about sanity and 
madness. Starts Feb 12.
MUSIC LOFT THEATRE (9776585)
Have A Ball devised by Peggy 
Mortimer; director, Peggy Mortimer; 
with Enzo Toppano, Dean Toppano, 
Gerry Gallagher, Janet Brown and 
Peggy Mortimer. Starts Feb 3.
NEW THEATRE (5193403)
Flying Blind  by Bill Morrison; director, 
John Tasker; designer, John Pryce 
Jones. A punchy farce about Northern 
Ireland. Throughout Feb.
NIMROD THEATRE (6995003)
Upstairs: Welcome The Bright World 
by Stephen Sewell; director, Neil 
Armfield, designer, Eamon D’Arcy; 
with Cathy Downes, Michele Fawdon, 
Russell Newman, Barry Otto, Katrina 
Foster, Max Gillies and Martin Harris. 
Sewell’s latest play about the 
contradictions of modern, industrial 
society. Throughout Feb.
NSW THEATRE OF THE DEAF
(3571200)
Theodore  for primary schools and The 
Deaf Man In History  for secondary 
schools; director, Ian Watson. 
Throughout Feb.
THE ROCKS PLAYERS (5690223)
The Philanthropist  by Christopher 
Hampton; director, Frank McNamara. 
To Feb 20.
SEYMOUR CENTRE (6920555)
York Theatre: Einstein  by Ron Elisha; 
director, Bruce Myles; with Frederick 
Parslow, Gary Down and Roger 
Oakley. Starts Feb 4.
Downstairs: Beecham  by Caryl 
Brahms and Ned Sherrin; with David 
Ravenswood. Two MTC productions 
about two greats of the 20th century. 
To Feb 13.
SHOPFRONT THEATRE FOR 
YOUNG PEOPLE (5883948)
Weekend workshops include 
playbuilding, mime, dance, puppetry, 
design, radio and video. Blacker and 
Blacker; with Martin Blacker. Feb 13,
14, 20, 21,27 and 28.
SYDNEY THEATRE COMPANY 
(20588)
Drama Theatre, SOH: You Can’t Take 
It With You by George S Kaufman and 
Moss Hart; director, George Ogilvie, 
designers, Kristian Frederikson and 
Anna French; with Tyler Coppin, John 
Frawley, Jane Harders, Jim Kemp, 
Margot Lee, Tim McKenzie, Carol 
Raye and Geoffrey Rush. Depression 
-type entertainment? To Feb 13.
THEATRE ROYAL (2316111)
Chicago  by Fred Ebb and Bob Fosse; 
director, Richard Wherrett, musical 
director, Peter Casey; with Nancye 
Hayes, GeraldineTurner, Terry 
Donovan, Judi Connelli, George 
Spartels and J P Webster. STC’s 
outstanding production returns yet 
again. Throughout Feb.
QLD
ARTS THEATRE (362344)
The American Agent by Spencer 
McPherson; director, Gordon Shaw. 
Premiere of a new comedy by local 
writer —  a spoof on the world of the 
secret agent. Starts Feb 5.
The Magic Kennel by Michael Noonan 
(children’s theatre); director, Lynne 
Wright. Adventures, complete with 
villain, of a boy and his dog. Starts Feb 
13.
LA BOITE THEATRE (361622)
Back To The Cremorne; director and 
designer, Graeme Johnston. A 
vaudeville show, reliving the days of 
Brisbane’s old Cremorne Theatre. 
Starts Dec 10.
QUEENSLAND THEATRE COMPANY 
(2213861)
SGIO Theatre: Hello Dolly  by Michael 
Stewart and Jerry Herman; director, 
Alan Edwards. Based on Thornton 
Wilder’s The Matchmaker. A gutsy 
musical to start the year. Feb 2-20.
TN THEATRE COMPANY (3525133)
Twelfth Night Theatre: Romeo and
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Juliet  by William Shakespeare; 
director, Bryan Nason; designers, 
Bryan Nason and David Bell; with 
Geoff Cartwright, Victoria Arthur and 
Jennifer Blocksidge. Shakespeare’s 
perennially popular story of a star 
crossed love. Starts Feb 18.
For entries contact Jeremy Ridgman 
on 3772519.
ADELAIDE FESTIVAL CENTRE 
TRUST (510121)
The Playhouse: Not Now Darling  by 
Cooney and Chapman; director, Ray 
Cooney; with Andrew Sachs, Leslie 
Phillips and Ann Sidney. A laugh a 
minute farce. To Feb 3.
Noel Coward; director, Graham 
Duckett; designer, Geoffrey Ashton. 
Noel Coward wrote this play for 
himself —  reaching forty but wanting 
to be the eternal youth. Feb 20-27.
FESTIVAL THEATRE (510121)
Edgley International presents Barnum 
by Bramble, Coleman and Stewart; 
director, Baayork Lee, musical 
director, Noel Smith, choreographer, 
Baayork Lee, set designer, David 
Mitchell, lighting designer, Craig 
Miller; with Reg Livermore. The big 
musical spectacular of the year, based 
on the life of Phineas T Barnum.
Plenty of circus tricks and razzamataz. 
To Feb 20.
Q THEATRE (2235651)
Pride and Prejudice  adapted by Betty 
Quinn from Jane Austen’s novel; 
director, Jean Marshall. How to marry 
off five daughters with only one 
eligible man in the offing. Starts Feb 
27.
AUSTRALIAN NOUVEAU THEATRE
(6993253)
Upstairs: Anthill presents Illuminated 
Ducks  by Hazel Barry; director, Elena 
Ereman. A new Australian play with 
songs. To Feb 20. With Strength and 
Delicacy  by Ikincy and Lynj. Starts 
Feb 24. Downstairs: Ruins  by Michael 
Deutsch; director, Marc Adam.
ARENA THEATRE (2401937)
Arena workshops for adults and 
children start Feb.
THE COMEDY CAFE BYO THEATRE 
RESTAURANT (4192869)
Bus son of Tram; written, produced 
and performed by Mary, Steve, Geoff 
and Rod. Throughout Feb.
COMEDY THEATRE (6623233)
The Rocky Horror Show  by Richard 
O’Brien; director Richard Hartley. A 
creditable revival with Daniel Abineri 
as Frank ’n’ Furter. Throughout Feb.
ADELAIDE REPERTORY THEATRE 
SOCIETY (2125777)
Arts Theatre: Present Laughter  by
HER MAJESTY’S THEATRE (6993253)
A musical show with Tommy Steele.
HANDSPAN THEATRE (415978)
Performing at the Adelaide Fringe
Festival: In schools productions of The 
Bunyip at Barkers Creek, evening 
productions of Jandy Malone and The 
Nine O ’c lock  Tiger. Starts Feb 24.
LA MAMA (3476085)
Stefan  by Paul Claister and company; 
director, Paul Claister; with Alan 
Madden and Anna Moore. Wed to Sun 
for 3 weeks.
LAST LAUGH THEATRE 
RESTAURANT (4196225)
International Comedy Festival; The 
Brass Band  just returned from 
America and Jean Paul Bell from 
Sydney. Starts Jan 12. The Whittle 
Family with Captain Rock. Starts Feb
$  m  %
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MUSHROOM TROUPE (3767364)
Starts with children’s spectacular 
Bombora  at Alexander Theatre.
MELBOURNE THEATRE COMPANY 
(6999122)
Athenaeum: Minna Von Barnhelm  by 
Gotthold Lessing. Adapted by Ray 
Lawler; director, Ray Lawler; 
designer, Paul Kathner. Starts Feb 
10. Russell Street: Virginia  by Edna 
O’Brien; director, Judith Alexander, 
designer, Richard Prins. One-woman 
Virginia Woolf show. Athenaeum 2: 
Narrow Feint by David Knight; 
director, William Gluth, designer, 
Mark Wager.
PLAYBOX THEATRE COMPANY 
(634888)
Playbox at the National Theatre: 
Steven Berkoff and the London 
Theatre Group in The Fall Of The 
House Of Usher, Berkoff’s stage 
production of an Edgar Allen Poe 
story from The Tales of Mystery and 
Imagination. Starts Feb 24.
Upstairs: Lonely Lenny Lower by 
Barry Dickins; director, Rex 
Cramphorn, designer Sandra 
Matlock. Dickins’ latest comi-tragedy 
on Lower.
UNIVERSAL THEATRE (4193777)
Moomba Festival Of Drama  starts 
Feb 26.
For entries contact Connie Kramer 
on 8619448.
WA
ART GALLERY OF WA
Gallery 3: Lear —  The Monologue; 
director, David George; with Edgar 
Metcalf. An experimental adaptation 
of Shakespeare’s play, only Lear’s 
lines are delivered in a landscape of 
paintings and within a soundscape 
created by an exciting American 
musician, Greg Goodman. Feb 27.
CIRCUS OZ
McCallum Park. Feb 7-21.
CIVIC THEATRE RESTAURANT
Julian Chagrin  —  rubber faced —  
combines mime and the spoken word 
for an evening of hilarious visual 
comedy. Starts Feb 8.
DOLPHIN THEATRE
The Swan River Stage Company 
presents The Dreamers by Jack 
Davis; director, Andrew Ross. The 
play examines the life of an 
Aboriginal family in the SW of WA.
Feb 2,6,9,13,16 and 20. Matinees Feb 
7,14 and 21.
HIS MAJESTY’S THEATRE
The Black Theatre Of Prague 
presents A Week Of Dreams. The 
programme is like an animal cartoon.
The Black Theatre Of Prague 
performs magic and brings 
surrealism onto the stage.
Piccolo Teatro Di Milano. Italy’s most 
famous theatre company and 
developers of the great Italian theatre 
tradition Commedia dell’Arte. The 
company’s legendary Harlequin 
Ferrucio -Soleri will introduce each 
scene in English. Starts Feb 24.
HOLE IN THE WALL THEATRE
Cloud Nine  by Caryl Churchill. A 
hilarious and outrageous modern 
comedy which delights in absurdity, 
sexual conditioning and role playing. 
Starts Feb 5.
My Name Is Pablo Picasso  by Mary 
Gage. A play set in Montmartre 
where the young Picasso is living 
with his first mistress, La Belle 
Fernande, and struggling to make a 
name for himself. One night while 
Picasso is painting, Fernande, an old 
man appears and insists he can
reveal Picasso’s future. A late night 
show at 10.45pm on Feb 
11,13,18,20,25 and 27.
OCTAGON THEATRE
London Theatre Group presents Tell- 
Tale Heart by Steven Berkoff, The 
Fall Of The House Of Usher, Steven 
Berkoff and Terry James. An 
adaptation of two Edgar Allan Poe 
short stories, perfect vehicles for the 
Group’s style. Feb 4-20.
Miss Margarida’s Way by Roberto 
Alhayde; with Estelle Parsons. Starts 
Feb 22.
PERTH CONCERT HALL
Robin Archer at Large  Feb 23.
NATIONAL THEATRE COMPANY
Playhouse: The Fields of Heaven by 
Dorothy Hewett; director,,Rodney 
Fisher. Set in a fictitious district in 
the Great Southern area of WA 
during the period 1929-1951. It tells 
of destructive love and the 
annihilation of a fragile ecology in 
which the interlocking lives and 
conflicting values of the older settlers 
and migrants clash causing tragedy 
and exile. Starts Feb 9.
For entries contact Margaret Schwan 
on 3411178.
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LYRIC OPERA AT LAST
Allaying fears of yet another year of 
inaction in Brisbane, the newly formed 
Lyric Opera of Queensland’s Consulting 
Director Antony Jeffrey has announced 
highlights of the repertory planned for later 
this year.
A new Trovatore is proposed from the 
internationally acclaimed production/ 
design team of Anthony Besch and John 
Stoddart who most recently scored a major 
success with the VSO’s Faust last year. The 
planned Queensland production started off 
life as a possible joint venture with the 
Victorians but that seems to have fallen by 
the wayside.
Another opera from the same team — 
the by now much-travelled SA Cosi fan 
Tutte — will be revived with Joan Carden, 
recently awarded an OBE in the New Year 
Honours, as Fiordiligi.
After his first directing success with the 
SA HMS Pinafore, Dennis Olsen will 
produce a new Iolanthe designed by Peter 
Cooke. There are rumours that this too 
may be shared interstate but no details 
have been released.
Finally, another operetta, this time of 
the French school, with Offenbach’s La 
Belle Helene will complete the list.
It’s an ambitious season for a fledgling 
company on still too far limited a grant to 
sustain the level of activity necessary to see 
it into the soon-to-be-completed Arts 
Centre.
Meanwhile, the hunt for the general 
manager goes on. . .
VSO WITHDRAWS 
RHEINGOLD
Hard on the heels of the announcement of 
The Australian Opera’s Ring cycle, came 
the news that the VSO had abandoned their 
earlier plan to commence their own series 
of productions in late 1982 with Rheingold.
Obviously it would have been absurd to 
have had two companies charging away at 
such mammoth undertakings and reason 
has prevailed.
There is such a vital complementary role 
which both companies can play in 
providing audiences with real breadth of 
repertoire experience. Let us hope that the 
rather childish sniping that has character­
ised so much of their relationship in recent 
years is over and that both can get down to 
the most important function of presenting 
Melbourne with a broad spectrum of 
quality performances and productions.
NEW SKIPPER TRIMS SAILS?
In a plethora of announcements toward the 
end of last year, Patrick Veitch the General 
Manager of the Australian Opera pro­
duced a package of house cleaning actions 
of interest in the administrative, sales and 
repertoire areas alike.
The opera-going public is now 
thoroughly aware that in one move 22 
positions in the company were eliminated. 
It was not 22 choristers as one eminently 
respectable weekly claimed and indeed in 
a number of cases the positions were 
either unfilled at the time or the reductions 
resulted from resignation or a revised 
administrative and production structure. 
Heads rolled certainly, but there was a 
tendency — not entirely discouraged by the 
Opera’s management — to make it sound 
like a bloodbath. “Firm measures are being 
taken.
In an allied move the appointment of 
Jenny Bott, previously with the Bicenten­
nial A u th o r ity , as D evelopm en t 
Administrator is a hopeful sign. It is the 
first time a woman has held a senior 
management position in the company and 
indicates that Veitch is consciously looking 
for new energies and perspectives in his
John Copley — refurbished production of Cosi 
this year.
new-look administration.
After the cost cuttings came the plans. 
Advance notice was given of key repertoire 
decisions for the next three years of which 
the Ring to lead off in 1983 is the most 
outstanding.
An interesting innovation for the 
company over this period will be semi- 
staged performances of two rarities — 
Semiramide in 1983 and Verdi’s Atilla in 
1984. A new production of L ’Elisird’amore 
will appear new year, as will a partial 
refurbishment of John Copley’s 1975 
production of Cosi.
In all it would appear to represent a 
breakthrough in planning on a number of 
fronts and a prevalence of artistic sanity 
which has been all too rare in recent years.
A RESIDENT BRUNHILDE
As part of the Ring package, Mr Veitch also 
announced that the noted British soprano 
Rita Hunter will be based in Australia for 
the next three years.
Miss Hunter is undoubtedly one of the 
significant Wagnerian singers today and 
her decision will be welcomed by everyone 
who has heard her in the last year, whether 
on the concert platform or in the theatre.
Patrick Veitch
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AMAZING
EVENTS
Opera and the Adelaide lis tim i
by Justin Macdonnell
With the approach of the twelfth 
Adelaide Festival of Arts later this 
month, and with all the attendant 
brouhaha of imported productions, 
companies and individual artists, it is 
easy to overlook the immensely long 
and productive contribution which the 
Festival has made to opera in this 
country. It is an extraordinary record 
of achievement in new works, 
Australian premieres and amazing 
events which has been chalked up over 
22 years. For example, in taking the 
classification of “opera” , which I 
delineate below, there have, in this 
period, been 29 Australian premieres 
of which six have been world 
premieres. Of these the Australian 
Opera has been responsible for four, 
the State Opera of South Australia for 
six, the Intimate Opera Group for 
nine, the Festival itself for eight and 
teaching institutions for two.
In a list as diverse as Janacek, 
Tippett, Britten, Berg, Walton, 
Maxwell-Davies and Sitsky, the credits 
read like an encyclopaedia of 20th 
century opera and it should be 
remarked that with the sole exceptions 
of Britten’s parable operas, toured in 
1970 by the English Opera Group, and 
The Fires of London’s presentation of 
Miss Donnithorne’s Maggot, these 
productions have been entirely 
Australian-based.
In concluding this examination I 
have for consideration of space 
omitted such things as concert pro­
ductions, selections from opera by 
various small bodies, amateur 
operettas and G and S productions, 
but even allowing for that the 
following statistics of premieres alone 
are extraordinary.
Elizabethan Trust Opera/Aust­
ralian Opera: Salome 1960; Ariadne 
auf Naxos 1962; Troilus and Cresida 
1964; Porgy and Bess (in association 
with the NZ opera) 1966; The Rape of 
Lucretia 1972 and, Wozzek 1976.
Intim ate Opera Group: The 
Telephone (Menotti), The Scarf 
(Hoiby), A Dinner Engagement 
(Berkley), 1960; Gentleman’s Island 
(Horowitz), La Voix Humaine 
(Poulenc), The Prima Donna (Ben­
jamin), 1962; The Night Bell 
(D on ize tti), T h ree’s Company  
(Hopkins), 1962; Master Peter’s 
Puppet Show (de Falla), I f  The Cap Fits 
(Bush), Suzanna’s Secret (Wolf 
Ferrari), 1966; The Missus (Gallasch), 
Chanticleer (Barab), 1968; The Old 
Maid and the Thief (Menotti), L’Heure 
Espagnole (Ravel), 1970; La Serva 
Padrona (Pergolesi), The Wandering 
Scholar (Holst), The Glittering Gate 
(Glanville-Hicks), 1972.
In the earlier year of the Festival 
under a succession of directors, their 
musical/theatrical tastes inevitably 
influenced the choice of work. At that 
time the AETT. Opera took the 
opportunity to premiere a number of 
works of major importance in the 
repertory and, in as much as it was in 
the 60’s the only significant pro­
fessional opera producing body of 
scale in the country, it made the 
running operatically through to the 
early 70’s when with the rise of the SA 
State Company the balance shifted 
remarkably the other way — as was to 
some degree inevitable. The impact 
which the State Opera productions, 
especially in 1974, 1978 and 1980, have 
created make it easy to overlook the 
range and diversity of the work 
presented in those early days by the 
Trust. The 1960 production of 
Strauss’s Salome, while not at the time 
accounted a great success, was at least 
an airing of a significant piece at a time 
when audiences’ tastes were very far 
from being as sophisticated toward the 
20th. century repertoire as they are 
today. It was also noteworthy as being 
one of the last public appearances in 
Australia of Dame Joan Hammond 
before her retirement.
At the following Festival another 
Strauss opera, the almost equally 
enigmatic Ariadne auf Naxos, was 
presented in a curious production by 
Charles Hickman. Again the critics 
were less than enthusiastic, but the 
tradition had been established of 
productions which were new and 
interesting in some way being intro­
duced into the repertory and to the 
awareness of audiences in this country. 
The first real coup came in 1964 with 
the Australian premiere of Walton’s 
remarkable Troilus and Cresida which 
amongst other interesting features 
starred the late Marie Collier. It was
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the first alm ost completely unknown 
work to be undertaken not only by the 
Festival but by the Trust Com pany 
itself and received a surprisingly warm 
and enthusiastic reception from both 
critics and public at the time though 
sadly it was not presented elsewhere.
1966 was a year of great turm oil in 
the Trust Opera Com pany as a result 
of financial pressures and the Trust 
itself undertook to entrepreneur a tour 
of the New Zealand Opera C om pany’s 
Porgy and Bess with a com bined Black 
American and M aori cast, led by the 
rem arkable talent of Inia te W aita. The 
production was probably a greater 
success in Adelaide than elsewhere in 
the country and filled what would 
otherwise have been an im portant gap 
in the program m e that year.
1968 was perhaps the first year when 
the Elizabethan Opera Com pany was 
on anything like the secure footing 
from which the A ustralian Opera was 
ultimately to grow. The Festival 
hosted an impressive line up of three 
standard repertory pieces: Tosca with 
M ary Collier, Tito G obbi and D onald 
Sm ith. V erd i’s Don Carlos and  
Stephan Beinl’s rem arkable 
production of Tannhäuser.
During this period, at quite the 
opposite end of the spectrum , a small- 
scaled but, in its own way, no less 
rem arkable achievement was being 
chalked up in the unique contribution 
of the Intim ate Opera G roup; its 
history has been well chronicled 
elsewhere, but bears restatem ent in the 
context of the Adelaide Festival. 
Adelaide has always had an im portant 
advantage over the other BAPH states 
in having a strong resident pool of 
professional singers. This was largely 
the historical result o f two factors: the 
retention during the early 60’s and 70’s 
by the ABC of the Adelaide Singers as 
a cham ber choir o f between 12 and 16 
artists on a perm anent salaried basis 
and, secondly, the presence of a strong 
school of singing and opera studies at 
the Elder Conservatorium . From  these 
two sources were drawn at regular 
intervals the ensembles which formed 
the casts for the Intim ate Opera 
G roup. They perform ed in schools, 
undertook country tours with the Arts 
Council and gave interm ittent city 
seasons of one act works by leading 
co n tem p o rary  com posers w ith a 
success and daring that would be 
alm ost incomprehensible today. The
New Opera’s T h e  E x c u r s io n s  o f  M r  B r o u c e k .  Photo: Grant Matthews.
State Opera’s D e a t h  In  V e n ic e  for the 1980 Festival.
New Opera’s T h e  L a m e n t a b le  R e ig n  o f  C h a r le s  th e  L a s t ,  1976 Festival.
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G roup had in Kathleen Steele Scott, 
who once described herself as “ an 
opera renegade thinly disguised as an 
establishm ent lady” , a rem arkable 
leader with a taste not so much for the 
grand warhorses (though she was far 
from averse to them ), but for what one 
might call the “ accessible con­
tem porary” and a nose second to none 
for sniffing them out.
But it was in the biennial Festival 
that IOG came into its own through 
being able to muster the forces 
necessary for more am bitious seasons, 
again of one-actors, and pack out the 
many small venues they played. They 
were to be found in church halls and 
school auditorium s with names that 
only Adelaide’s curiously evangelical/ 
yeom an-farm er ancestry could devise, 
until finally coming to rest in the then 
new AM P theatrette. These venues 
might not always have been the most 
exquisitely perfect for opera but the 
standards m aintained were high and 
many a singer now gracing the stages 
of the Sydney O pera House, the 
Coliseum, Covent G arden and half a 
dozen G erm an houses got their break 
there. The track record of adventurous 
program m es and catholicity of taste in 
the works listed previously, speak for 
themselves.
As a result of this combined 
program m ing through the Festival 
from the Elizabethan Trust Opera and 
IOG, Adelaide and visiting audiences 
were probably exposed to more diverse 
operatic experiences over that period 
than in any other city in Australia. It 
was a tradition  that, in music theatre 
particularly, the Festival has con­
tinued to build on. The tour by the 
English O pera G ro u p  w ith the- 
B ritten’s Burning Fiery Furnace, Pro­
digal Son and Curlew River conducted 
by the com poser and starring (if th a t’s 
the correct expression) Peter Peers, 
Thom as Hemsley and Benjamin 
Luxon was a theatrical and operatic 
revelation, not only at its Australian 
premiere at the Festival, but on its 
subsequent national tour. Even in the 
cruel acoustic and climatically 
oppressive circumstances of Bonython 
Hall one was aware that an extra­
ordinary event was taking place. The 
early days of the New Opera (now 
State Opera) were to some degree 
consciously modelled on this example 
— a fate, sadly for a variety of reasons, 
never to be realised. Operatically it was
one of the key innovations by the 
Festival up to that point. There 
followed in 1974 the commissioning by 
the Festival of Peter Maxwell Davies’ 
Miss Donnithorne’s Maggot for per­
form ance by M ary Thom as and The 
Fires of London which whilst 
essentially a concert perform ance was 
nevertheless a piece of acutely 
observed and rigorously well-played 
music theatre as A ustralia had seen up 
to that time.
1976 followed in a similar vein with 
the visit of Hans W erner Henze whose 
rem arkable El Cimmaron was given, 
this time with an ensemble recruited 
from within A ustralia and featuring 
the now sadly expatriated talents of 
Lyndon Terracini as the black 
Hispanic slave.
1974 and 1976 reflect in many ways 
the key changes that were coming over 
opera generally in Australia and whilst 
no one factor alone can account for 
them , a num ber com bined in Adelaide 
to ensure some rem arkable develop­
ments. W ith the appointm ent of 
A nthony Steel as G eneral M anager of 
the Adelaide Festival Centre and 
initially Artistic Adviser to and later 
Artistic D irector of the Festival there 
was for the first time since John Bishop 
a director whose personal com m it­
ment was to music, especially 20th 
century music and music theatre.
In as much as during the intervening 
years between 1972 and 1974 IOG had 
been transform ed into New Opera, his 
concern in this direction found a 
willing reception, given the back­
ground of that company. The 
Australian Opera had informed Steel 
that it would not be available for the 
Festival that year because of the recent 
opening of the Sydney Opera House 
and the com m itm ent to building up its 
season there in the F ebruary/M arch 
period. M uch to the alarm  of his 
colleagues and the Festival’s Board of 
G overnors, Steel turned to the infant 
State Opera Com pany — barely six 
m onths old — and proposed that they 
should fill the gap in the recently 
completed Festival then with M ozart’s 
Idomino. W ith the brashness that only 
the newly-born can muster, the 
com pany replied that they would 
prefer to stage Janacek’s Makropoulos 
Case. Steel immediately said that if it 
had to be Janacek then it had rather be 
The Excursions o f  M r Broucek which, 
when the Com pany replied that it was
not exactly the opera on everybody’s 
lips, Steel, with that com bination of 
aplom b and tenacity which I trust will 
never desert him, declared that that 
was “ exactly the point.’ The result, 
after a series of vissicitudes too 
num erous to relate, was John  Tasker s 
incandescently effective production 
and the Festival scored a major 
trium ph. It was not only the first 
Janacek production in A ustralia but 
also the first English language p ro ­
duction of the work and one of the few 
in any language outside its native 
Czechoslovakia.
In 1976 the reverse was true, the 
Australian Opera was not only avail­
able, but prepared to assemble the 
forces for another first. Berg’s 
Wozzeck introduced to A ustralian 
audiences the outstanding talents of 
E lija h  M o sh in sk y , th e  y o u n g  
Australian producer who had recently 
created such a sensation with his 
production of Peter Grimes at Covent 
G arden. It’s a nice chiasmus that he 
will not only direct the State O pera’s 
production of, at long last, M akro­
poulos Case in 1982, but has also been 
announced as Artistic D irector for the 
1984 Festival.
Again the presence of the Festival 
Theatre with its extraordinarily wide 
wing space enabled an alm ost filmic 
treatm ent of the episodic Berg m aster­
piece and established in Australia 
M oshinsky’s reputation as an innovat­
ive and daring producer which his 
subsequent Midsummer N ight’s Dream 
for the Australian Opera only 
endorsed.
Regrettably the very nature of the 
production with its laterally moving 
trucks could not be accom m odated at 
any other theatres in the country and 
the resulting telefilm of it failed to 
capture any of the rem arkable clarity 
and “ hard-edgedness” of the stage 
version.
Meanwhile the State Com pany 
under their new Musical D irector 
Myer Fredm an played at the much 
smaller Scott Theatre to a sell-out 
season of two commissioned A ust­
ralian pieces. Larry Sitsky’s Fiery Tales 
and The Lamentable Reign o f  Charles 
the Last by George Dreyfus. Neither 
enjoyed much critical success although 
the Sitsky piece merits wider con­
sideration than it received. The 
Dreyfus work was described by one 
critic as more a university review than
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an opera. W hatever its merits, it 
touched the raw nerve of sensibilities 
already exposed by the recent consti­
tutional crisis culminating in the 
infam ous acts of November 11th 1975.
Depending on one’s lights, it was 
either the best or the worst o f all 
possible times to represent W hitlam, 
D unstan, the Royal family and other 
institutions in a somewhat Aristo- 
phanic guise on stage. If audiences 
were bemused by the contributions of 
both the National and State Opera 
companies that year, events were to 
become curiouser still in 1978. Revers­
ing the roles once again, the State 
Opera returned to the Festival Theatre 
with T ippett’s A Midsummer Marriage 
graced by the presence of the com poser 
himself. Myer Fredm an’s musical 
direction elucidated the complex — 
some would be bold enough to say 
meandering — musical ideas in almost 
exactly inverse proportion to the 
degree in which Adrian Slack’s pro ­
duction further m uddied them. The 
critics, however, by and large hailed 
the event as the best thing since Ben 
Hur.
sole preserve of the State Opera, the 
Australian O pera’s contribution to the 
Festival was Scarlatti’s monum entally 
unm em orable Triumph o f  Honour 
which I regret to say I recommended 
for perform ance by the Australian 
Opera Studio in its dying days. 
Harking back to that rem arkable 
English Opera G roup season eight 
years earlier, one was reminded that 
while the circumstances of the Bony- 
thon Hall had not noticably improved, 
the quality of the presentation in it that 
year had declined. Interestingly, on 
that point, the next and indeed most 
recent success operatically of the 
Festival was a return to Benjamin 
Britten with Death In Venice, which 
proved a tour de force in every aspect 
of the art form. Rarely in A ustralia 
have we seen the elements of p ro ­
duction come so blindingly well 
together as on that occasion. The 
defined nuances of F redm an’s musical 
direction together with Jim Sharm an’s 
glacial production and Robert G ard ’s 
impressive reading of Von Aschen- 
bach com bined to score a major 
trium ph for Australian opera 
generally and the forces assembled in
Adelaide, in particular. It was a delight 
to see the long overdue recognition of 
M r G ard , as an exponent of this music 
certainly second to none in this 
country, and in the light o f the 
forthcom ing film of the opera possibly 
a force to be reckoned with 
internationally.
Inevitably, some of these obser­
vations on the Adelaide Festival over 
the years reflect the w riter’s personal 
involvement in the events. M oreover, 
the productions and the artists 
m entioned by no means compose an 
exhaustive acco u n t’even of the official 
program m e over that period. But even 
this brief account indicates the rich­
ness and diversity which has been 
made available to Australian 
audiences through the Festival, or, 
indeed, most o f which could never 
have happened but for the presence of 
the Festival itself and the unparalleled 
enthusiasm  for the arts which it 
engenders every two years.
Long may they reign!
(The writer wishes to thank Judy Davis 
o f  Flinders University fo r  assistance in 
researching this material)Mud, however, was not to be the
O p e r a  P r e v ie w s
James Christiansen (Scrooge) and Thomas Edmonds (Craichit) in SOSA's A  C h r is t m a s  C a r o l .
Good comparisons
by Ken Healey
Apart from Canberra Opera’s Aida, 
November marked the end of the operatic 
year. It proved to be a month suitable for 
making comparisons. In Adelaide, the 
State Opera of South Australia was making 
history with the second-ever production of 
A Christmas Carol in the presence of Scots 
composer Thea Musgrave. At the same 
time in Melbourne, the Australian Opera 
had a variety of productions on display at 
the Princess: the newish all-Czech pro­
duction of Smetana’s The Bartered Bride, 
Bellini’s Norma in its first resurrection 
without Joan Sutherland, for whom it was 
originally mounted, and last, but hardly 
least, the company’s most successful 
warhorse, John Copley’s wonderfully 
funny and stylish production of The 
Marriage o f Figaro, with a number of cast 
changes.
None of the four productions was
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disappointing, given reasonable expect­
ations. For instance, The Bartered Bride, 
sung in English, was shown up for the old- 
fashioned but tuneful piece that it is. By the 
time it arrived in Melbourne, the pro­
duction had begun to recover from the 
numbing hand of the Czech party hack 
Premsyl Koci who had seemingly won the 
trip to Sydney for the October opening 
rather on political than on artistic grounds.
Norma, a little longer in the repertoire, 
but also vitiated at its first appearance by 
inept production, is now officially en­
trusted to safer hands, those of Christopher 
Renshaw. But it remains a two-woman 
opera, and all ears were tuned to judge the 
efforts of Rita Hunter and Rosemary Gunn 
who took over the roles created by 
Sutherland and Margeta Elkins. Figaro, as 
I had indicated above, was also mainly of 
interest because of changes in casting.
The positive impact of A Christmas 
Carol in Adelaide is some indication of 
how well the state company is doing in 
South Australia. A contemporary opera 
was playing to full houses. Dickens is, of 
course, a strong selling point, but for my 
money he is the major drawback to this 
opera. The maudlin, non-Christian, 
Christmas sentimentality of the story 
hardly stands up to serious musical and 
dramatic treatment, which is certainly 
what it got from Musgrave and producer 
Robin Lovejoy.
With names like Ebenezer and Jacob, 
the erstwhile business partners Scrooge 
and Marley may, for all I can tell, have been 
Jews, and therefore hardly required to 
honour Christmas. Be that as it may, James 
Christiansen so dominated the production 
as the most unforgettable Scrooge one is 
likely to see in any realisation of the story, 
that all hearts not immured in cynicism 
went out to him. As a performer, 
Christiansen has always seemed to me to be 
best suited to straightforward, almost 
swashbuckling characterisation. Here his 
subtlety was a new departure.
There were fine performances, as 
expected, from Thomas Edmonds (Bob 
Cratchitt and a couple of cameos), Judith 
Henley as Belle Fezziwig and three tiny 
roles, and a mute Dennis Olsen as the Spirit 
of Christmas Past. Allowed to mime in the 
first act unencumbered by the costumes 
which nullified his later manifestations, 
Olsen was superb. Karen Lettice so 
screeched the admittedly high tessitura of 
Fan that she would surely have scared the 
young Scrooge out of his wits. The sets of 
Tom Lingwood intelligently suggested all 
but the final scenes, when what was needed 
was a big enough budget to depart from the 
all-purpose inside-outside which had 
served so admirably to that point.
Denis Vaughan and a couple of dozen 
members of the Adelaide Symphony 
Orchestra introduced us to a through-
James Christiansen as Scrooge._____________________
composed score which impressed me less 
than the same composer’s Mary Queen oj 
Scots, heard in London in 1980, but which 
proved to be both singable and genuinely 
modern as opera scores go.
In fact, I could go on listing other 
strengths of this Adelaide production, 
especially cast members such as David 
Brenna, Roger Howell, and actor Edwin 
Hodgeman. The point is that none of those 
artists is less accomplished than those who 
performed the same weight of role for the 
national company in Melbourne during the 
same month. Should the conclusion be 
drawn that the best regional companies 
(Victoria’s Don Pasquale and Faust might 
just as validly have been put forward for 
comparison) have now drawn level with the 
Australian Opera in terms of what one 
might see and hear on any single night?
The question is carefully phrased. No 
regional company would now or in the 
foreseeable future expect to be able to play 
within 24 hours the three operas that I saw 
in Melbourne from the AO. But, given the 
importation of a name singer like Rita 
Hunter, both Victoria and South Australia 
showed during 1981 that they can compete
with any one of the fair-average-quality 
standard nights at the AO.
I want to pose some potentially 
embarrassing questions, rather than to 
offer answers, this month. Does Mel­
bourne want to have all its opera in a 
concentrated dose? Is the AO serving 
Australia well by using so little singers such 
as Judith Saliba, a captivating Susanna, 
and employing in the chorus a Cherubino 
as disarmingly terrified as Bernadette 
Cullen, not to mention the other three or 
four choristers with solo roles in Figaro? 
Most of these singers did well, but they are 
much closer to the standard we have come 
to associate with regional companies than 
with the national flagship.
Among the visitors to the national 
company, Glenys Fowles was a bewitcing 
Marenka in The Bartered Bride, Rita Hunter 
(unexpectedly) had her Finest moment as 
Norma in the big duet with Adalgesa, 
which she and Rosemary Gunn sang with 
exquisite softness, giving to music and the 
drama a new dimension. And Marilyn 
Richardson was beautiful to see and hear as 
Figaro’s Countess.
The inescapable question is: Is the 
enormous expense of keeping the Aust­
ralian Opera in its present form justified by 
the comparative standard of productions 
which we saw from it and the best regional 
companies in 1981?
I certainly enjoyed, say, Don Pasquale 
Faust, and A Christmas Carol as a totality 
more than the three operas under review 
from the AO in Melbourne. How much are 
we really paying for the occasional 
incomparable masterpiece of music cast­
ing, and staging which the AO still 
occasionally presents?
Judged by the standards of good 
regional opera, all three AO Melbourne 
productions in November were acceptable. 
Is this what we should expect? Is this what 
we should get? I hope that supporters of the 
state companies in Melbourne and 
Adelaide realise how quickly they have 
become truly excellent of their type.
Aida — eventually 
small was beautiful
by Ken Healey
Canberra Opera’s Aida, performed twice at 
the National Indoor Sports Centre and the 
subject of an ABC simulcast on December 
12, was a triumph of smallness in 
immensity. The proportions of the 4000- 
seat stadium were so perfectly matched by 
Peter Cooke’s Egyptian tomb of a set that it 
came as a surprise when giant bass Donald 
Shanks appeared as a diminutive figure as 
Ramphis to sing the opera’s opening phrase
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O p e r a  m  g u id e
in Bernd Benthaak’s production.
Looking tiny in gargantuan surround­
ings is not in itself a virtue, even in opera. 
After a period in which it sounded as though 
all the principals would have been better 
served by throat microphones than by 
singing unaided in this vast space, the truth 
of the “small is beautiful” dictum was heard 
towards the end of the first act when first the 
men’s and then the women’s chorus sang.
In an acoustic where no sound bounces 
back to burnish vocal and orchestral tone or 
to impart physical thrill to an audience, 
every line of a complex musical score 
became magically audible. After tuning 
one’s ears to the general level of sound it was 
possible to hear soft singing, especially in 
the chorus of priestesses, as never before.
Thereafter we were listening to beautiful, 
emotion-laden music in an inanimate 
setting sufficiently striking to enhance the 
impact of the living sound. None of this 
effect was captured by the television 
cameras during the triumphal scene at the 
second performance. They concentrated on 
a sequence of close shots.
The small figure on whom most glory 
rested was conductor Carlo Felice Cillario. 
There is little point in being able to hear 
every line of concerted music if rhythms, 
intonation, entries and cut-offs are in any 
way approximate. They were all precise, 
wondrously so considering the pro-am 
nature of the maestro’s forces, both in the 
orchestra and on stage. The cast of 400, 
concentrating relentlessly throughout the 
community event of their lives, were led at 
once clearly and inspirationally.
The true Lilliputian which grew in stature 
in every sense but the physical was Canberra 
Opera itself. Built around a full-time 
salaried staff of only three, this less than 
regional company receives a government 
subsidy of about $70000 a year, a tiny 
fraction of it coming from the Australia 
Council’s Music Board, the bulk from the 
Department of Capital Territory. Logist- 
ically miracles were worked, through the 
integration of three local choirs, a school 
cadet corps, the highly professional Human 
Veins Dance company, and of course, the 
livestock.
Tenor Angelo Marenzi claims to be 
unique in actually riding the elephant in the 
triumphal scene. His courage was rewarded 
by the fact that his telegenic features and 
clear voice took the honours in the telecast. 
The Aida, Lorraine Nawa Jones, revealed a 
beautiful lyric sound, supreme in its high, 
hushed notes. The others, Margreta Elkins, 
Donald Shanks, John Shaw and Bryan 
Dowling made us feel secure; there are no 
stronger voices available for these roles. But 
the fist-clenching intensity of the long and 
important scenes involving only two or 
three principals was never going to carry 
throughout a stadium as large as a football 
field. It was a significant, but not an 
intolerable price to pay for the spectacle.
NSW
THE AUSTRALIAN OPERA (20588)
Opera Theatre, SOH: The Bartered 
Bride by Smetana (in English); 
conductor, Geoffrey Arnold; producer, 
Premysl Koci; designer, Sarka Bejna 
Svobodova; choreographer, Astrida 
Sturova; with Glenys Fowles, Ron 
Stevens, Graeme Ewer and Donald 
Shanks. This disappointing rendition 
of the Czech favourite has been 
largely revamped for the summer 
season with happier results. Feb 4,11. 
Madame Butterfly by Puccini; 
conductors, Stuart Challender and 
David Kram; producer, John Copley; 
designers, Henry Bardon and Michael 
Stennett; with Rhonda Bruce, Joan 
Carden, Lynne Cantlon, Kathleen 
Moore, Jennifer Bermingham, Anson 
Austin, Jon Sydney, Sergei Baigildin, 
Lamberto Furlan, John Pringle and 
Gregory Yurisich. Copley’s highly 
successful production is a mainstay of 
the AO’s repertoire and features a 
series of the company’s leading house 
talent. Feb 6, 9, 12, 15, 25.
Comedies of Three Centuries: Rosina 
by William Shield (English); 
conductor, Richard Bonynge;
producer, Christopher Renshaw; 
designer, Kenneth Rowell. The Bear 
by William Walton (English); 
conductor, David Kram; producer, 
Robin Lovejoy, designer, Tom 
Lingwood and Ba-ta-clan by Jacques 
Offenbach
(French/English/ltalian/“nonsense” ); 
conductor, Richard Bonynge; 
producer, Christopher Renshaw; 
designer, Kenneth Rowell. Robin 
Lovejoy’s exquisite production of The 
Bear featuring Heather Begg’s 
incandescent performance as Popova 
will be joined by two repertoire 
curiosities, Shield’s Rosina premiere 
in 1982 and Offenbach’s knockabout 
one-acter Ba-ta-clan. Feb 2, 5, 8, 13, 
18, 20, 27.
Lucrezia Borgia by Donizetti; 
conductor, Richard Bonynge; 
producer, George Ogilvie; designer, 
Kristian Fredrikson; with Joan 
Sutherland, Bernadette Cullen, 
Lamberto Furlan, Bruce Martin and 
Robert Allman. Feb 3, 6, 10, 13, 17, 20
23, 26.
Norma by Bellini; conductor, Richard 
Bonynge; producer, Christopher 
Renshaw; designer, Fiorella Mariani; 
with Rita Hunter, Rosemary Gunn, 
Anson Austin and Clifford Grant. Feb
24, 27.
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FILM FOR BELL
John Bell, artistic director and star turn of 
Sydney’s Nimrod Theatre, is enjoying his 
first major film role as the journalist, 
husband to Helen Morse, in John Duigan’s 
new film Far East. Bryan Brown plays a 
former Vietnam warrior with a nightclub in 
a south east Asian city. Location filming, 
Macau.
FAMOUS FIRST DRAFTS
One famous book and one famous play are 
on a first draft funding list of AFC — Clean 
Straw for Nothing by George Johnston 
(sequel, in a way, to My Brother Jack) and 
The Elocution o f Benjamin Franklin by Steve 
Spears. Gordon Chater took it around 
Australia, to London and off-Broadway. 
Will he return for the film?
LEE GORDON FILM
Talking of funding, Steve MacLean of 
Starstruck got a first draft funding of 
$6,500 for a feature to be called The Lee 
Gordon Story. Gordon was the remarkable 
American entrepreneur who presented 
shows at the now demolished Stadium in 
Rushcutters Bay, Sydney. What he made 
on rock and roll and crooners he lost on 
jazz, and died broke a few years ago.
VOSS ON SCREEN BY 
NOLAN
Voss lives again. The famed painter Sydney 
Nolan is producing a film of that name 
based on the novel by Patrick White, with 
Stuart Cooper, a Canadian, directing.
John Bell
Harry M Miller once had the rights, at 
which time White held a veto over the 
choice of director. Joseph Losey was once 
to direct Voss with a script by the late 
David Mercer, but nobody could raise the 
money. Cooper made a television/cinema 
documentary on Nolan in Australia.
GOLDA FILM TO TV
The film about Golda Meir, with Judy 
Davis as the young Golda to Ingrid 
Bergman’s mature prime minister (and 
] Jack Thompson as one of the men in her 
I life), is now to be a television mini-series of 
four one-hour episodes entitled A Woman 
Called Golda. Two of the principal 
characters in the script have just died — 
Sadat and Moshe Dayan. Jose Ferrer, who 
was playing Sadat, quit the job when the 
Egyptian president was killed.
JAMES MASON S 
OZ BENEFIT
James Mason compered the occasion when 
Joan Sutherland sang at a Covent Garden 
benefit for Australian performers in 
London who have found the going tough. 
A London newspaper condescendingly 
explained it was because he has an 
Australian wife, but failed to name her — 
the actress Clarissa Kaye.
NEW PROMO MANAGER 
FOR HOYTS
Ngaire Laundy, with a background in 
publicity and administration in publishing
and travel, and lately with United Artists, 
has been appointed publicity and pro­
motions manager for Hoyts. Hoyts’ 
Australian releases this year will include 
The Man From Snowy River and Starstruck.
COLONIAL HOUSE (WITH 
POOL) WANTED.
“ Interested persons” in the Eastern 
Suburbs have been asked to let the 
producers of The Year o f Living 
Dangerously know if they have available 
“an impressive and beautiful colonial 
house with drive, courtyard and gates, 
suitable for consideration as an embassy, 
set in tropical surroundings” and “a large 
swimming pool” in ditto surroundings.
SYDNEY UNI FILM 
CONNECTION
An attempt to revive the Sydney University 
film connection is being made by the 
University’s Filmmakers Society which has 
re-named Union Theatre, now the Foot- 
bride Theatre. The first effort was a season 
of local shorts such as Reflections by James 
Ricketson, One Hundred a Day by Gillian 
Armstrong, Playfaces by Peter Campbell, 
Castor and Pollux by Philip Noyce, Morris 
Loves Jack by Sonia Hofmann, The 
Applicant by Richard Wherrett, Brett and 
Butter by Peter Kingston — more than 70 
films in all. This program was laid on for 
the Sydney Festival, but we certainly hope 
that it is only the beginning of cinema’s new 
University life.
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Angela Punch 
Me Gregor
FEATURE
by Elizabeth Riddell
W hat does the pathetic drab of The 
Chant o f  Jim m y Blacksmith, the tight- 
lipped wife of Newsfront, the witch of 
The Island  have to do with red- 
chiffoned, extrovert advertising model 
in The Best o f  Friends?
“ Well, I’m a character actress,” 
Angela Punch M cG regor says, “ and 
they’re all characters. Certainly 
Melanie in The Best o f  Friends is a 
complete change of pace for me. All 
those clothes, for one thing. It was 
partly the change of pace that attracted 
me. I think the script is very funny and 
accurate.”
Angela Punch M cG regor — it would 
have been said a few years ago that there 
was a nam e that was too long for any 
cinema m arquee, but the wonders of 
electronic developm ent have changed 
all that — lives in a house that is quite 
hard to find in a leafy northern (but not 
N orth Shore, as she points out) suburb 
of Sydney. It has all-round verandas 
and is overlooked by apartm ent blocks 
of mediocre design, but they are far 
enough away not to be a worry. 
Lorikeets swoop by the kitchen 
window as she pours tea for me while 
her husband consults with a builder 
about renovations. He is Ross 
M cG regor, and her agent and manager. 
Between them they are N androya 
Productions Ltd. It seems to be a nice, 
loosely-organised arrangem ent.
Angela does not long for 
independence, except of spirit. “ I love it 
here” she says, “ I get homesick if I have 
to go to Manly. When I was w orkingup 
at M ataranka on We o f  the Never Never 
I had all sorts of things from here 
around me. I took some paintings and 
curtains and a bedspread and cushions 
and a video cassette and set up house. 
Some of us lived in fibro shacks, and in 
caravans and so on. In great contrast to 
me, A rthur D ignam , who plays Mr 
G unn to my Mrs G unn, arrived with a 
couple of T-shirts, a change of clothing 
and a bag of books and I d o n ’t think 
even noticed the surroundings, which 
were pretty aw ful.”
We o f  the Never Never, produced by 
Adams Packer, directed by Igor 
Auzins, written by Peter Schreck and
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“ Michael Ritchie was the director 
and as well as Michael Caine for me to 
watch there was Frank M iddlem issand 
David W arner. The Island, made on 
Antigua — Ritchie chose it because it 
was the least fashionable of the 
Caribbean islands — was physically 
very taxing. It would have done better 
there and overseas except for the R 
rating, not for sex but for violence.”
Angela has learned the hard way to 
include certain conditions in her 
contracts. Referring to the dowdy, 
personality-reducing w ardrobe worn 
by one of her contem poraries in a recent 
film she says, “ In my contracts now I 
have the decision on w ardrobe, 
hairdressing, accom m odation, even 
transport and air-conditioning. It takes 
courage to argue with a producer about 
these things, and you might get a 
reputation for being difficult, but it 
pays off.”
photographed by Gary Hansen, will be 
released in March.
From the domestic peace of her 
suburban kitchen, Angela looks back 
to filming at M ataranka Station with 
affectionate am usem ent, now that it is 
safely over and the picture into post 
production.
“ We were on location for three 
m onths, which is a long shoot, 
especially if you are stuck out in the 
Territory where it’s hot and isolated, 
and the catering is, to say the least, of 
limited interest. People are inclined to 
get a bit frayed at the edges in such 
circumstances. But I can say this — all 
of us, every one of us, believed 
absolutely in the film and what we were 
doing.”
Angela Punch went to Kincoppal, a 
convent school run by the O rder of the 
Sacre Coeur (the school itself is now 
demolished and the Kincoppal unit 
established as part of the big Rose Bay 
Convent). She was a somewhat unruly
student — her words — and relieved to 
quit school on being accepted for 
N ID A . She graduated in 1974 along 
with, am ong others, Andrew Mac- 
Farlane, Ingrid M ason and Elizabeth 
Alexander.
“ The com petition for NID A  is much 
fiercer now,” she says. “ I met John 
Clark, the director, the other day and he 
said, ‘Oh, you’d never get into NID A  
now .’ I hope he was joking.
“ I had no work for a few m onths. It 
was just am azingbecause there l was, so 
fit, so saturated with everything to do 
with acting, and no work. Then I was 
spotted by Ray Omodei, a director who 
is now in Perth, and he cast me as 
Pegeen in The Playboy o f  the Western 
World. I learned the part in 24 hours.
“ I did a lot of stage work, in Sydney, 
M elbourne and Tasm ania and then I 
thought I had better take off for 
London. Everybody was going. So I did 
a few well-paid soapies and packed my 
bags.
“ I went to plays every night and
enrolled at the Academy of Music and 
D ram a. But it d idn’t work. The tourist 
pleasures were great, but I wondered — 
what was I doing there? Trying to make 
it on the English stage? I wanted to 
make a career in Australia. I felt it 
would be artificial of me to try to work 
in England. So I came back, in spite of 
having paid over all that lovely money 
in fees to the Academy.
“ My first film was Jimmie Black­
smith, a great piece of luck, because I 
had Fred Schepisi as director. I hate 
him for not being here, but in America, 
although I understand his reasons. The 
film was totally underestim ated and 
m isunderstood, by critics and public.” 
She won the AFI award for Best 
Supporting Actress in Blacksmith and 
Best Actress in Newsfront, in the same 
year.
“ In fact I have been lucky in all my 
directors. I have to trust them. I still do 
a lot of things wrong. I am learning that 
the less you do, in the acting sense, the 
better. When I first saw Michael Caine, 
when I was doing The Island, I thought, 
well, w hat’s so good about that style? 
But I found out. In other words, less is 
better. It is what goes on inside the head 
that the camera picks up.
Since finishing We o f  the Never Never 
she has read a dozen scripts and turned 
them all down. “ It hurts a bit, because I 
love to work. But I will be starting on 
another film soon, and in them eantim e 
there is this house to enjoy.”
Angela Punch McGregor with Graeme Blundell in T h e  B e s t  o f  F r ie n d s .
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Mad M ax II —
i
sound and fury
bv Elizabeth Riddell
Mad Max II is Australia’s latest con­
tribution to the hot-metal genre of film­
making and I do not doubt its instant 
success not only in Australia but in America 
and Japan and in certain other parts of the 
world which otherwise recognises us only by 
our tourist thongs. It may also result in the 
extensive re-screening of the original Mad 
Max, which was but a pale portent of 
number two.
The two salient points of the film are first 
the sound, courtesy of Brian May (who 
would have thought he had it in him?) and 
assorted sound mixers and above all the 
Dolby system, which brings the decibels 
associated with colliding diesel trucks right 
into your eardrums, from which it will take 
an ear, nose and throat doctor to extract 
them (he will thereby earn himself another 
half of a Mercedes) and second the violence.
The violence is surreal, contrived, 
impossible to believe and comparatively 
free of blood. There are one or two appalling 
sudden deaths but before you have time to 
blench the camera is off picking up an 
acrobat in punk gear flying off his bike into 
the gravel rash of Broken Hill, where much 
of the film was made.
Being one of those who doesn’t care what 
happens to people as longasanimalsarenot 
hurt, I was upset by the death of Max’s 
friend, a handsome blue cattle dog, but it 
was all over in a moment. The intention by 
the baddie was plain but the audience did 
not actually see the arrow on target, and the 
only sound was an astonished squeak. The 
dog’s death also comes right at the end of the 
film, so that feelings are not too much 
harrowed.
Apart from the talented dog the best 
performances come from Emil Minty (a 
small boy) known as the Feral Child (he 
does clever things with a silver boomerang) 
and Mel Gibson who gives a cool, brooding 
rendition of Max.
Critics who began to take Gibson 
seriously after his work as Frank in Gallipoli 
won’t find much to attract them in this film, 
but they can look forward to The Year o f 
Living Dangerously.
It would be useless to outline the plot. A 
narrator with an uninteresting delivery 
opens proceedings by saying that two 
warring tribes have wrecked our world, 
leaving only a few survivors. This thesis 
takes a terrible beating in the course of the
film — you could drive a horse and cart, if 
such a prosaic vehicle were around — 
through the holes in the script, but who 
cares? The film is a matter of wild 
imagination translated into action even 
wilder. The stunts look impossible, but they 
occur before our very eyes. When dialogue 
has to be inserted between stunts, as 
sometimes happens, disaster sets in. The 
lines are so banal they induced bouts of 
laughter in the audience. Mike Preston gets
the worst lines, and does his worst with 
them.
Among those taking part in this 
cinematic experience are, apart from 
Gibson, Preston and Minty, Bruce Spence 
as a dotty gyro pilot, Max PhippsasToadie, 
Virginia Hey as Warrior Woman and Arkie 
Whiteley as a waif.
After the final battle between the fairly- 
goodies and the terribly-baddies some of 
the leftovers set out for Noosa Heads,
Mel Gibson as Maa Max.
having found an old brochure full of 
promises of sun, pineapples and peace.
The film lists more than 100 names in the 
production and crew credits. For instance, 
seven stunt-persons under a stunt co­
ordinator; six special effects persons; 12 
truck, bike and car mechanics; a con­
struction team of nine and two welders.
K ennedy M iller E n te r ta in m e n t 
produced, with George Miller as director 
and distribution except in the US, Canada 
and Norway by Warner Brothers.
The Best of Friends 
— Nothing Subtle
by Elizabeth Riddell
There is nothing subtle about The Best of 
Friends. It aims to amuse at a level 
sometimes above the navel, sometimes 
above the neck, and it sometimes does. Its 
source would be the Glenda Jackson- 
George Segal comedies that began with A 
Touch o f Class, with a nod in the direction 
of Neil Simon. For Australia the category 
is romantic comedy, with ockerism.
Angela Punch McGregor and Graeme 
Blundell are cast as Melanie and Tom. 
Melanie does commercials for television 
and Tom is a well-regulated bachelor 
accountant, devoted to his cat and the 
occasional long lunch. They have been 
friends since schooldays. Fie has been the 
recipient of her confidence about men 
loved and lost; he himself has played the 
field.
At a dinner held to celebrate their 20 
years of friendship Melanie and Tom 
decide they “might as well“ , seeing each is 
temporarily out of steady company, and 
they do. The next morning Melanie, who 
has a hangover, is embarrassed, but Tom 
thinks it might be nice to carry on the good 
work. To stay friends, they decide, they had 
better forget the roll in the hay.
But Melanie finds she is pregnant. Tom 
is pleased and wants to marry her. She does 
not want to marry him. They compromise: 
Tom moves into Melanie’s apartment, with 
his cat. Melanie is a felinaphobe, if that’s 
the word, and contracts hay fever at a 
whisk of its tail. The ill-assorted pair, their 
friendship in tatters, their love affair going 
bad, agree under pressure from relatives, 
friends, business acquaintances etc to get 
married. Six months gone, as people used 
to say, Melanie agrees to marry Tom but 
leaves him at the altar before the vows are 
exchanged, collapsing with what appear to 
be premature labour pains.
And so it goes. Miserable apart, 
quarrelsome when together, Tom and 
Melanie struggle on through the script’s 
contrived and predictable situations 
earning only perfunctory laughs.
Their stop-and-go love affair is both 
interrupted and assisted by Ruth 
Cracknell, Henry Szeps, Graham Rouse 
(as a liberated Catholic priest) Sonja Tallis. 
There is an embarrassing appearance, as 
temporary suitor for Melanie, of Mark Lee 
of Gallipoli. This drew incredulous, 
unsympathetic laughs from the audience.
The performers do their best but it is not 
enough. Once again, it must be asked — is 
comedy really Australia’s thing? Perhaps 
we should leave it to the Americans and the 
English or, better still, the French.
The Best o f Friends, from The Friendly 
Film Company and the NSW Film 
Corporation, was produced by Tom 
Jeffrey, written by Donald Macdonald 
(actor and revue sketch writer) directed by 
Michael Robertson and is distributed by 
Hoyts.
Puberty Blues 
a lot going for it
by Elizabeth Riddell
How beautiful is the suntanned female 
youth of Australia, until it opens its mouth. 
That was my first trivial reaction to Puberty 
Blues which is alleged by some to be a 
sensitive study of schoolgirls and school­
boys (and one youth gainfully employed 
with a panel van, lucky chap) at workandat 
play in aSydneysuburb,nearabeach,south 
west of the metropolis.
The trick with Puberty Blues would be to 
have your personal switch attached to your 
cinema seat, so that you could eliminate 
practically all the sound. Just as, say, the 
viewer can avoid the banalities and mangled 
syntax of the cricket and tennis com­
mentators by turning a knob — one of the 
last freedoms.
It would be nice to cut the sound from 
Blues and just watch the kids lurching 
through their adolescence (ho hum) minus 
the speech patterns. The relief of not having 
to hear one more “dead set” , a comment 
that seems to fit all circumstances, issue 
adenoidally from the lips of the nubile 
heroines would be considerable.
What the boys say scarcely matters. They 
are not given to much chat, being more the 
grunting type, and in any case the aura of 
rancid hamburgers that hangs around them 
— despite the hours they spend on surf 
boards, partially immersed in the ocean 
waves — indicates that whatever they said 
would not be appetising.
However, Puberty Blues has a lot going 
for it. Joan Long’s production is lively, 
Margaret Kelly’s script skilfully knits 
together what is basically a string of 
episodes and moods, Don McAlpine s 
cinematography is beguiling (how the 
camera lingers on those lovely out-of- 
uniform legs and arms, not to mention tops 
and bottoms) and the perceptive, amused, 
detached, but once or twice trite and 
repetitive, direction by Bruce Beresford 
(who will clearly try anything) and the 
personality and performance of Nell 
Schofield.
Kathy Lette and Gabrielle Carey, known 
as the Salami Sisters, wrote the little book of 
the same name when their school 
experiences were still live in their minds, and 
had it published in 1979, when it took off 
rather smartly. Things may have changed 
since then. “Dead set” may not now be the 
only means of communication. But I 
assume that the girls and boys of the sunlit 
strip have a life style that suits them, and 
that will endure.
The principals of Blues are Debbie and 
Sue, high school girls, and Debbie’s
The surfie girls in full beach cry (Nell Schofield, second from left) in P u b e r ty  B lu e s
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sequential boy friends, Bruce and Garry. 
Debbie is played by Nell Schofield, Sue by 
Jad (pronounced Yad) Capelja, Bruce by 
Jay Hackett (who may have been watching 
too much Hogan) and Garry by Geoff 
Rhoe.
For once the theme is on the restlessness 
of the female adolescent rather than the 
male. The girls cheat at exams, lie to their 
parents, sulk, talk of nothingbutothergirls, 
clothes and boys; the big question being 
whether to “give in” in the back seats of cars 
at drive-ins, or stay at home on Saturday 
nights. No points for guessing the result of 
the pondering.
Debbie “gives in” to Garry after an 
unsatisfactory attempt with Bruce, and 
fears she is pregnant. The pregnancy sub­
plot is especially well managed by Beresford 
and Schofield.
The real interest for an outsider, in time or 
place, are the rites of surf behaviour, an 
anthropological curiosity that would have 
interested Margaret Mead. By the time the 
girls get to the beach on weekend mornings 
the boys are already almost out of sight, on 
their boards. Once the girls are settled on the 
sand they are expected to watch every move 
of the boys and praise the performance 
when the boys take a break ashore — “You 
weren’t watching, you didn’t see me” 
countered by “ I was, I did” . The boys relax 
on the sand while the girls take orders for 
food, get the money from their purses and 
go to buy it. When they return they hand the 
stuff to the boys, who complain about it, the 
girls themselves eat nothing. This sub­
servience translates from the beach to every 
aspect of their relationship. Such rituals, of 
course, set the standard forthebehaviour of 
the mature, if that is the word, Australian 
male. This is where it all begins. This is what 
exists, and if you don’t want to know about 
it go to the film anyway, for the reasons 
mentioned earlier.
There are interesting points of 
resemblance between Michael Thornhill’s 
much gloomier and less professional FJ 
Holden and between an entertaining 
California film, The Little Foxes. Nell 
Schofield at 17 is a touch too old for scenes 
in which she wrestles with another girl on 
the floor of the school bus, is caught 
cheating, and sulks childishly with her 
parents. But she brings such a splendid 
presence, such looks and spirit to the role 
that it does not matter.
The oldies concerned are Kirrily Nolan, 
Alan Cassell, Rowena Wallace (a nice 
portrayal) and Charles Tingwell, ditto as 
the school principal, God help him. The boy 
you would least like to have anything to do 
with is called Strach, played by Ned Lander.
The Split Enz song, “ I Hope I Never” , is 
the best of three sung by Sharon O’Neille. 
Puberty Blues was funded privately and by 
the AFC, Amalgamated Television and 
Faberge, and is distributed by Roadshow.
WATCH FOR THESE
TIME BANDITS is a good joke, Monty 
Python flavoured, about some dwarfs, 
gnomes or leprechauns who band 
together as the most inefficient gang 
of international robbers ever to 
blunder their way to the acquisition of 
untold riches. Essential to approach it 
with a relaxed mind.
Peter Vaughan and Katherine Helmond in T im e  
B a n d it s .
PRIEST OF LOVE is about the writer D 
H Lawrence, and comes from Britain 
with a few outrageous scenes, which, 
it is said, are all toned down from the 
real thing, gleaned from diaries. With 
Ian McKellen, Janet Suzman,
Penelope Keith, it may have been 
nominated for an Oscar by the time 
you read this.
Ian McKellen as Lawrence in P r ie s t  o f  L o v e .
THE GREAT MUPPET CAPER stars 
Miss Piggy, of whom some of us are 
getting a bit tired ( but not tired 
enough to stay away) and the 
company and has a plus in the 
presence of John Cleese, Diana Rigg, 
Robert Morley and Charles Grodin.
THE FRENCH LIEUTENANT’S 
WOMAN isastu nning visual 
experience, meaning it’s great to 
watch though you may not care in the 
end what happens to the characters. In 
any case, read the book by John 
Fowles.
MAD MAX 2 —  well, more of the same. 
Mad Max 1 has grossed more than 
$100 million at the box office, 
returning a great hunk of money to the 
distributors, Roadshow, and 
entertaining a lot of people. In the 
second helping, Mel Gibson rides 
again.
TRUE CONFESSIONS, from the book 
of the same name by John Gregory 
Dunne, with Robert de Niro and 
Robert Duvall as Los Angeles 
brothers, priest and cop, the one 
urgently pushing for power in the 
church, the other doggedly and 
sometimes malevolently pursuing 
criminals, is a must. Joan Didion, 
Dunne’s wife, had a hand in the script, 
which maybe softens up just a little 
towards the end.
ARTHUR teams Dudley Moore and 
John Gielgud as a rich, silly employer 
and an impeccable gentleman’s 
gentleman. It is full of good one-liners 
and magnificently funny scenes and 
offers Liza Minelli, in what is almost a 
supporting role.
Dudley Moore and Liza Minnelli in  A r th u r .
THE FIANCEE is the film that was 
voted most popular at the 1981 Sydney 
Film Festival and therefore heads the 
list for the Festival tour to country 
centres in NSW after a commercial 
season. In German with English 
subtitles, it tells the extraordinary, and 
extraordinarily moving, true story, in 
fictional form of Eva Lippold’s 
imprisonment for radical activities in 
pre-war Nazi Germany. Eva was the 
fiancee, who during her 10 years in jail 
kept her love alive, with few meetings. 
The last time she sees him, he is also 
in prison.
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DEMOCRACY FOR 
DANCERS
In light of the AB dancer’s demands, it is 
interesting to hear about the democratic 
running of ballet companies in Scandinavia 
from Tony Geeves, an Australian dancer 
who has worked there for 13 years, the last 
decade as a member of the Norwegian 
National Ballet. The details apply to this 
company, but are generally applicable in 
that they follow the worker-participation 
example of industrial companies in that 
part of the world.
Dancers have a say in the choice of 
dancers joining the company and submit 
an annual list of recommendations for the 
repertoire. They don’t get involved in 
casting, but if they feel a dancer is being 
undeservedly passed by, they will offer to 
go with that dancer to the director to ask 
why. In recent years, the dancers’ opinion 
has influenced the selection of artistic staff.
The dancers elect their formal represent­
atives once a year by secret ballot. Two of 
them — one from soloist ranks, the other 
from the corps — will be members of the 
auditions jury with the company’s repe- 
titeur, ballet master and director. The fact 
that they are outnumbered by the staff 
means they can have their say without 
dominating the decision — yet the staff 
doesn’t often go against the dancers’ 
opinion, according to Geeves.
He has found it a healthy involvement, 
though he says you have to be alert to 
possible dangers: “You have to watch 
people, and even yourself, to make sure this 
mechanism isn't being used to help 
anyone’s career. Or you might find yourself 
making decisions automatically, without 
asking others’ opinions, and that is the time 
you should move aside and let someone act 
as the dancers’ representative.”
There is always an artist on the board of 
management, and the dancers are also 
involved in general wage decisions. The 
performers may nominate whom they like 
to sit in U-shaped formation at the 
conference table, with the management 
opposite and the State representatives in 
between.
“This system of participation works 
most of the time,” says Geeves. “Some­
times you might get in a director who is an 
effective person, but who cannot adjust to 
it. It is also difficult if the dancers are tired: 
when they have heavy responsibilities on 
stage, it is hard to get them to come to a 
meeting and keep awake for four hours. 
But it does marvels for you to stand up and 
speak to members of parliament about 
things you care about.”
Having been a member of the company 
for 10 years, he receives a pension of 35 
percent of his highest salary in that time. 
Dancers who have served 20 years get 66 
per cent. In each case, 40 percent of that 
sum is knocked off as soon as the retired 
dancer goes into a full-time job.
In the meantime, it enables the dancer to 
contemplate a new career. Geeves has 
already established himself as a teacher in 
Norway, and came back to Australia to 
check out the scene during the summer. He 
doesn’t know yet whether his future will be 
here or there — or both.
ENCYCLOPEDIA OF DANCE
The world’s first multi-volume reference 
work on dance is being prepared for 
publication in America. Called The Inter­
national Encyclopedia o f Dance, it will be 
published by Charles Scribners’ Sons in 
1984.
The four volumes, plus an index volume, 
are being edited by Selma Jeanne Cohen, 
former editor of the dance scholarship 
publication Dance Perspectives. Her panel 
of associate editors includes dance critics, 
scholars, a teacher, a director and an 
anthropologist who is also a Laban analyst 
and Dance Research Coordinator at New 
York University’s Department of Per­
formance Studies.
A synopsis of the encyclopedia’s 
contents promises it will cover Western 
theatrical dance, theatrical dance of the 
non-Western world, ritual and recreational 
dance. Entries, arranged alphabetically, 
will range from brief definitions to essays 
on historical subjects and thematic motifs. 
The reference list will include biblio­
graphies and non-book sources such as 
films, recordings and notated scores.
VARIETY IS THE SPICE. . .
Sydney dance-goers certainly can’t com­
plain about variety. This year, the 
Australian Ballet’s piece de resistance will 
be the addition of The Nutcracker to its 
repertoire, with the production by former 
Bolshoi dancers Leonid Kozlov and 
Valentina Kozlova. Meanwhile, Graeme 
Murphy has dreamed up an extraordinary 
event for the Sydney Dance Company next 
month, in which actors and musicians will 
work with his nucleus of dancers as an 
experimental collaboration to follow the 
company’s formal seasons in the Drama 
Theatre and the Opera Theatre of the 
Sydney Opera House.
AUSTRALIAN BALLET — A 
SECOND CHANCE
The Australian Ballet is starting 1982 with 
its complement of performers barely 
disturbed by the 25-day dancers’ strike late 
last year. Most who have left — Gary 
Norman, David Burch, Ken Whitmore and 
Joseph Janusaitis, for example — had 
declared their intentions before the strike.
Kelvin Coe is the major loss. He was 
chief spokesman for the dancers on strike, 
and by the time they voted 28-20 to return 
to work, he had decided he could not 
continue his long career with the company.
Two other leading dancers, Dale Baker 
and Joanne Michel, were considering 
offers from American companies. 
Although they decided to stay with the 
Australian Ballet, both offers hold for later 
in 1982, should they find that the AB 
management’s new resolutions don’t take 
effect.
More importantly for Australia, the idea 
of forming another classical ballet 
company in this country has not been 
shelved. It is being vigorously pursued by 
Kelvin Coe, who is finding a great deal of 
support in artistic quarters and growing 
interest on the financial side.
Initially, when the plan was mooted, 
almost all the dancers were determined to 
stay firm against the AB management as a 
unit. They were, in fact, a company which 
could have rehearsed an evening of ballet 
and presented it with the help of an 
entrepreneur like Michael Edgley, who had 
declared his support for the project.
But then the AB Board offered a 27- 
point peace plan which included a new 
position on the board for someone elected 
by the dancers, more rehearsal time, the 
employment of a physiotherapist, more 
dancers, dancer involvement in the choice 
of senior staff appointments, a manage­
ment consultant firm’s examination to 
guide restructuring of the company and, 
most importantly, the removal of 
administrator Peter Bahen’s influence 
from the artistic area.
Once the majority of dancers had 
accepted it, even those who doubt the 
changes will work in practice decided to at 
least give them a go. As the company’s 
Equity representative, Paul de Masson, 
puts it: “After all that we have fought for, I 
feel that people should stay to prove to the 
public that we were fighting for a cause, 
and to make sure for the sake of future 
dancers that the promises are carried out.”
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POTENT DANCE 
THEATRE
Pina Bausch and the 
Wuppertal Dance 
Theatre
by Bill Shoubridge
Jim  Sharm an clearly believes strongly 
in Pina Bausch and her W uppertal 
Dance Theatre, so do the G erm an and 
French theatre critics, yet when 
Sharm an announced it as the “greatest 
and most exciting theatre com pany 
today” , many people were bewildered. 
This is sym ptom atic of nothing else but 
the fact that many A ustralian arts 
practitioners and audiences categorise 
unduly, as if dance were not a branch of 
theatre.
Wuppertaler Tanztheater’s Bluebeard.
Duuscrt y ivoiuaicinoi. mow: uni tretss
Bunk of course, but I ’m sure that 
many “ legit” theatre fans will not even 
consider going to see Pina Bausch. Sad 
when one considers the integration of 
“ w ord” and “ gesture” in Tadeuz 
K antor’s Cricot 2, G rotow ski’s Poor 
Theatre or Peter B rook’s Com pany.
The trouble is we haven’t seen too 
much of this sort of integration in 
Australia (with the possible exception 
of the One Extra Dance Com pany 
am ongst others) although that is 
changing and it will beinterestingtosee 
what comes out of the Sydney Dance 
C om pany’s invited-audience only, 
experimental season at the Opera 
House in M arch.
One thing is certain, however, Pina 
Bausch’s house style is stark and 
austere, she makes no concession to win 
popularity and whoever enjoys and is 
absorbed by her com pany will do so 
having been won over by her ideas and 
the power of her performers.
As a m atter of fact, Bausch and her 
com pany have arrived at the inte­
g ra t io n  o f  w o rd s  a n d  d a n c e
circuitously, it merely having been aded 
as the need arose. Bausch’s initial 
professional dance career began as a 
dancer in the M etropolitan Opera 
(Ballet G roup), relegated to appear­
ances in the dismal divertissements of 
ballet in 19th century operas. Knowing
the genre, it’s not hard to understand 
her getting fed up with that.
After New York she danced with the 
Folkwang Ballet in Essen, later 
becoming its director. From  there to 
her present position in W uppertal can 
be drawn a direct line, because the
1980. Photo: VIH Weiss
Folkwangsbuhne was created in 1929 
by the greatest innovator and choreo­
grapher in G erm an dance, Kurt Jooss.
Jooss did away with ballet “ beauty” 
and went for hard theatricality with a 
powerful social conscience, just as 
radical in his day as Brecht. His greatest 
work, the anti-w ar The Green Table is 
still powerful and plangent today.
Pina Bausch has inherited that social 
conscience and the theatrical clarity, 
but with one difference, her obsessions 
are more personal, dealing almost 
totally with the dram a of hum an 
relationships. Her material has always 
been chosen to give free reign to her 
precepts. Her first m ajor dance 
creations, fully staged versions of 
G luck’s Orpheus and Euridice and 
Iphigenia in Tauris where the singers 
were relegated to the pit and the works 
were totally danced, are highly 
illustrative. Orpheus deals with love 
that knows no boundaries while 
Iphigenia is about a woman sacrificed 
to male needs.
From  there it goes directly to the 
Brecht/W eill ballet The Seven Deadly 
Sins, The Rite o f  Spring and one of the 
works to be seen on the Australian 
tour, Bluebeard. All of them deal with 
the way people (especially women) are
used, the war of the sexes and the 
cannibalism of hum an relationships.
For such convergence of vision, 
Bausch has sometimes been scathingly 
rebuked; H orst Koegler, Editor of the 
G erm an dance m onthly Ballett has 
said that “ . . . (Legend o f  Chastity) 
looks drab and provincial, like the 
flatulence of a spinster from the 
backwoods who has never gone 
beyond puberty. . . the dance content 
is nil just the old Bausch form ulae. . . 
Has no-one ever told Bausch and her 
lot that sex can also be fun and 
liberating. . .” .
Audiences however, no m atter 
where the com pany performs, have 
always been deeply moved by what 
they’ve seen; condem nation and 
ecstatic praise ring on all sides. 
Bluebeard especially has always caused 
the greatest excitement. Bartok wrote 
the opera as a psychoanalytic/ 
symbolic journey into the nature of 
Love. Bausch’s version is a series of 
searing vignettes about sexual usury, 
m ale/fem ale roles and the growth and 
destruction of a relationship.
The seven doors of the opera 
become seven “ scenes from a 
m arriage” elaborated on and dissected 
by the entire company. Properly titled
Reminiscences on hearing a taped 
recording o f  Bela Bartok ’s opera Duke 
Bluebeard’s Castle the work is set in a 
huge deserted room  dom inated by a 
tape recorder. At one point the 
windows at the back of the room are 
opened and a great flood ot dead 
leaves cascades into the room: the 
battle, it seems, is to be enacted 
am ongst the detritus of the past, the 
memory of struggle. The central duo 
progresses by fits and starts, the men 
strip down and dumbly advertise their 
virility, a w om an’s head is viciously 
bashed against a wall. . . it is indeed a 
harrowing work.
But Bausch is not always 
unrem itting and harsh in her outlook, 
although her concepts remain pure. 
One other work to be seen in Australia, 
for example, K ontakthof which is 
always perform ed in a dance hall, is an 
exercise in tenderness, experiments in 
tenderness, the search for it and the 
question of when is it not tenderness at 
all?
One of the most telling K ontakthof 
scenes shows a pair separated by a 
wide distance. Each smiles timidly at 
the distant partner. Bashfully they take 
off single pieces of clothing while 
looking at each other, they show 
vulnerable “ bare” spots. Across the 
protective space they get very close 
while the outw ard distance remains the
same.
1980 is the one work that Jim 
Sharm an wanted especially to be seen 
in Australia. On a bare stage covered 
with real turf, the dancers enact a 
dreamlike fantasy on the theme of 
childhood memories and fears, adult 
scars, a father who liked to dress his 
little girl up in her m other’s clothes and 
so on. A real magician presides at a 
birthday party at which it slowly and 
sadly becomes apparent that one of 
their num ber is being politely and 
totally ostracised. The whole enact­
ment is recorded by video cameras and 
there are times when the company goes 
am ongst the audience to dance.
This is a type of theatre that cannot 
be categorised and a lot of people’s 
ideas and concepts are going to be 
upset, but, having seen the Com pany 
before, I have a feeling that the 
audiences are going to have something 
that will remain in their memories for a 
long time and be every bit as potent as 
previous m ajor attractions to the 
Adelaide Festival have been.
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D a n c e P' REVIEWS
The AB and The 
Merry Widow
by Bill Shoubridge
When the Australian Ballet finally 
managed to get something onto a Sydney 
stage last year (The Merry Widow), the only 
truly memorable and moving thing about it 
was the return to the stage of Marilyn 
Rowe.
Whether her return is full-time, per­
manent or not, rests with her, the AB 
Administration and whether or not any 
changes for the better in the company’s 
structure are achieved. The management 
consultant firm called in to study the set-up 
of the company have been watching and 
evaluating for some weeks now and are 
expected to give their recommendations.
Recommendations, though, are all they 
are, the Board are not bound to accept 
them; but if it (the Board) has any sense or 
sensibility it will abide by some of them, for 
the dancers are adamant that if no change 
is made, there will be no AB for a Board to 
sit on.
The Merry Widow was apparently chosen 
because it was the only work that had been 
adequately rehearsed at the time the strike 
was called last year, and the Board wanted 
desperately something to present in Sydney 
before the end of the year. Given the 
problems, it would be unreasonable to 
expect a top line presentation; it was 
adequate and served to highlight some of 
the troubles that beset the Company now.
Initially Merry Widow was a pleasant 
piece of froth, well costumed, spritely and 
lacking in any sort of meaty choreographic 
substance. When it first appeared it was 
refreshing because it was so well conceived 
as a story ballet, so well produced by Sir 
Robert Helpmann, and marvellously per­
formed by a well-trained and theatrically 
astute body of dancers. But it, more than 
most other ballets in the repertoire, has 
suffered from over-exposure. What was at 
first light and frothy is now vacuous and 
forced. Instead of a company that danced 
through it with a minty insouciance, we 
now have a group of dancers going through 
it by rote, mechanical and leaden; you can 
almost feel their contempt and resentment 
these days.
It has been a money spinner for the 
company, if for no other reason than the 
fact that you’ll never lose money under­
estimating the taste of the public, but even 
now the public is heartily sick of it. The AB 
was, from my observations, hard pressed to
get anything near a suitable attendance, 
and talk during the intervals was full of 
intentions not to renew next year’s 
subscriptions.
Perhaps something could have been 
salvaged earlier if money had been spent to 
bring back Sir Robert and his choreo­
grapher, Ronald Hynde, to rework and 
redrill the piece, give it some more 
substance and reinstate the initial elan, but 
that didn’t happen.
The structure remains the same, the 
same set-up of scene and characters in Act 
1, the great love duet between Danilo and 
Hanna Glawari and those great flouncing 
waltzes as background.
Act 2 gives us the basic plot development 
against backgrounds of Slavic colour, 
which were noticable for their total lack of 
cohesion and conviction.
Of all the casts in the season the best all 
round pairing was that of Marilyn Rowe 
and Gary Norman. Rowe and Norman 
have always had a warm rapport on stage 
and Rowe is, after all, the one on whom the 
work was basically created.
Coming back to the work after such a 
long lay-off it is no wonder Rowe was 
hesitant and terse to start off with (the first 
“memory” duet was edgy and constrained 
where it should have been swooning), but 
as the evening progressed, she relaxed and 
gave the choreography more character 
than it has which, let’s face it, isn’t all that 
hard to do. The final scene in Maxim’s 
restaurant was fidgety instead of carefree 
and abandoned, but here again Rowe’s 
presence and the warmth generated 
between her and Gary Norman pinpointed 
them as the major elements of the story and 
drew all the sympathy to them.
The alternate casts of Dale Baker paired 
with newly promoted principal Lynette 
Mann and Valentina and Leonid Kozlov 
were far from satisfactory.
Dale Baker still suffers from a tendency 
to throw himself around the stage with a 
sloppy grab at bravura. He came across as 
truculent and lacking in aristocratic charm 
while Mann looked terrified and uncertain. 
She is too new to this sort of character 
dancing, especially with the mature 
hauteur the part calls for, and I worry 
about her being shoved into this sort of 
material before she is physically or 
emotionally prepared for it.
The Kozlovs are, by training and 
temperament, totally unsuited to the pastel 
delicacies of the work. Valentina charged 
at it with all the intensity and femme fatale 
glitter of a Dostoievsky heroine, while 
Leonid was so wooden and deferential that
you’d never suspect there was any love 
between the two characters at all.
The corps de ballet tried valiantly 
enough to go through their alloted parts 
but there was no ensemble and apparently 
no agreement as to timing and stance. It did 
come across fleetingly in the first act when 
they swept and waltzed as if flying on the 
wings of nervous energy.
It happened again for a while in the last 
act with the can-cans and the shifting focus 
of the waltz ensembles, but it could have 
been improved if only. . . look, do I have to 
go on like this, it’s like straightening the 
pictures in a bombed house; the Australian 
Ballet is a company in total disarray.
The administration and artistic direction 
(if it exists) stand aside from a body of 
dancers from whom they have no respect. 
The company has a rehearsing staff which 
is unable to fulfill adequately its position, 
and it has a Board that has no direct 
knowledge of the conditions and cir­
cumstances that brought about last year’s 
troubles. It has a subscription audience 
that demonstrably is falling off every year
Most of the dancers involved in the strike 
have rejoined for this year, but even they 
would tell you that it is largely in the way of 
a stop-gap measure while they look about 
for jobs overseas.
Next year’s subscription season is a 
mixed bag of mixed blessings. Sydney will 
finally get to see The Hunchback and Swan 
Lake (in the Concert Hall yet) and a long 
awaited new production of The Nutcracker.
The triple bills are a mixture of the 
promising and the absurd. Glen Tetley’s 
Daphnis and Chloe is probably the only 
workable production of that ballet (apart 
maybe from Ashton’s) which exists in the 
form of the Fokine libretto.
Jiri Kylian’s Return to the Strange Land 
is a “dramatic” abstract work from that 
choreographer’s fledgeling days with the 
Stuttgart Ballet that helped catapult him 
into world prominence. Robert Ray, 
creator of last years abysmal Poems will 
make a new work to Gershwin’s Concerto 
in F.
Vincente Nebrada, an overseas chore­
ographer of whom I have never heard will 
create what is described in the press release 
as “a graceful and romantic showstopper” .
And lastly Gerald Arpino’s Trinity will 
be exhumed. This is a rock ballet created 
for the Robert Joffrey Ballet back in the 
late 60’s or early 70’s. It was suitable 
enough then, in the days of Berkley 
University and Kent State, but now even 
the Joffrey has dropped it and gone on to
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Lynette Mann and Paul de Masson in the AB’s Merry Widow. Photo: Branco Gaica.
better things. Perhaps the AB thought it 
would be “hip” to have it. . . perhaps it will 
and variety. . . perhaps it came cheap.
There were plans to mount a Stravinsky 
triple bill in honour of that composer’s 
centenary this year, focussing in on Tetley’s
The Rite o f Spring, but that has dis­
appeared; the Stravinsky Trust wanted 
payment for the performing rights (which 
is only reasonable) and Peter Bahen wasn’t 
prepared to pay it, so out went Stravinsky.
This is a decision that is not defensible on
any grounds, financial or otherwise. 
Stravinsky is one of the truly great 
composers of all time and certainly the 
greatest creator of ballet music. The works 
he created in collaboration with Fokine, 
Nijinska and Balanchine altered the whole 
face of the form and any ballet company
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that deserves the name has a duty towards 
him and his music.
This year, symphony orchestras, 
chamber groups, choirs and recitalists will 
all celebrate his centenary, perhaps the 
state dance companies will too, but the 
Australian Ballet will not part with the cash 
to do so. . . that in itself speaks volumes.
This year’s Festival of Sydney has come 
and gone.
There were the usual outdoor fun and 
sun frolics, food and drink festivals, 
concerts, operas and plays. . . and no 
dance performances under the aegis of the 
Festival Committee, not one.
The Human Veins Dance Company 
from Canberra gave performances of its 
latest work, in the Seymour Centre Everest 
Theatre, totally on its own bat and funded 
by itself. Other than that there was nothing. 
The Festival Committee “promises” there 
will be dance next year, but that is not 
enough.
The official excuse given was that “the 
money ran out”; one would like to ask why.
Is the thinking behind the Festival such 
that they don’t believe dance performances 
should be a part of it? There should have 
been money put aside to make sure there 
were dance groups in performance, not 
leave it to the last when all the foreign 
imports, and plays about dead conductors 
and so on had had their slice, and then find 
out that there was nothing left.
It is not enough to have outside 
performances of the most indoor of operas 
etc: dance is a part of the performing arts 
and as such it should have had a place in the 
performance schedule.
Perhaps next year the Festival will 
remember to put aside money for it, or at 
least have some “cultural advisers” who 
aren’t so limited in their tastes and 
outlook. . .
The End of a 
Dream — inventive 
and original
by Janet Healey
Don Asker’s new creation with the Human 
Veins Dance Theatre is a piece of modern 
epic drama which is not afraid, nor 
ashamed, to ransack the whole repertoire 
of theatrical devices to make its effect. 
Song and music-making, spoken dialogue 
and clever costuming and properties are 
employed, as well as the fundamental 
elements of motion and stillness.
Loosely woven around the theme of the 
eternal triangle, the three acts of the ballet
deal with the ends of all sorts of dreams: 
dreams of love, of patriotism, of communal 
idealism. But the final message is one oi 
hope. In the closing scene the dancers 
huddle under a makeshift shelter in a 
landscape of urban desolation — all the 
elements of modern theatre of despair are 
present — but the mood is optimistic. The 
debt to such writers as Brecht and Beckett 
is obvious (sometimes too much so), but 
the prevailing theme is not of human 
isolation, but of human sharing: the seven 
characters share their poverty, their 
blankets, their fleas, their laughter, their 
music, and above all, their dancing.
This is a company of seven individual 
dancers; there is no corps de ballet, and the 
term “prima ballerina” is inappropriate. 
Each dancer makes his or her contribution 
to the whole work in lightning portrayals of 
a wide range of human emotions and 
situations. But it would be unjust not to 
mention the work of one or two of the 
company s women, Wendy Wallace and 
Cheryl Stock.
So far as the ballet has a central 
character, that character is Simone; and 
Wendy Wallace’s interpretation of this role 
is superlative, from the opening tableau of 
suburban ennui to her part in the 
expressive dance of the community of 
destitutes in Act Three. Technique and 
characterisation alike are superb. Cheryl 
Stock, in the role of one of “The Others” , is
insouciante and plaintive by turns* 
her husky singing in mezza voce is a high 
spot of the production. And to single out 
these two performers for especial praise is 
not to denigrate the other five.
Nevertheless, despite all these strengths, 
the production is not an unmixed success. 
Though the dancing and the set are 
dazzling to look at, the work as a whole is 
too episodic; one is left with the impression 
of a series of brilliantly executed cameos 
which fails by a narrow margin to add up to 
a coherent dramatic statement.
There is a problem, too, with the use of 
dialogue: it sometimes works well, but at 
other times it is intrusive and unnecessary. 
It is more effective when it springs 
naturally from the situation and com­
plements the central element of dance, and 
most incongruous when it labours to make 
an ideological or moral point. There is a 
dramatic illustration of the difference when 
a prosletysing sermon elicits the question, 
“ How would you cope with a whole lot of 
people living on top of you?” How, indeed? 
The question makes the point far more 
effectively and economically than the 
sermon.
But these problems do not detract from 
the company’s achievement in The End o f a 
Dream. Human Veins is forging a national 
reputation for inventive and original 
choreography which creates not so much 
ballet as a total theatrical experience. The 
End o f a Dream is a worthy addition to the 
repertoire.
T>'ANCE r-G
NSW
LINDSAY KEMP & COMPANY
Capitol Theatre (2123455): The 
Dream, mime version of A 
Midsummer N igh t’s Dream, unlikely 
to be like anything you’ve seen 
before and Flowers, Kemp’s exotic 
concoction from Jean Genet. Starts 
Feb 23.
SYDNEY DANCE COMPANY
Drama Theatre, SOH (20588): 
Program of new works by Carl 
Morrow, Andris Toppe and Graeme 
Murphy. Starts Feb 18.
VIC
THE AUSTRALIAN BALLET
Palais Theatre, St Kilda (5340651):
The Merry Widow. Lots of waltzing to 
Lehar’s music. Feb 18-24.
AUSTRALIAN CONTEMPORARY 
DANCE COMPANY (3418462)
Incorporating the State Dance 
Theatre Education Unit. In schools 
performances: The program includes 
potted versions of Giselle, The 
Nutcracker and Swan Lake. Feb 8-28. 
Evening performance of Australian 
Dance Works: Woodleigh 
Community Centre on Feb 18. 
Moomba performance in the 
Treasury Gardens. Feb 27 and 28.
LINDSAY KEMP & COMPANY
Her Majesty’s Theatre (6633211): The 
Dream, mime version of A 
Midsummer N igh t’s Dream, unlikely 
to be like anything you’ve seen 
before. Feb 2-20.
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M usic 4
Saint Cecilia and 
the holiday spirit
by Fred Blanks
There was a time, when Utopia still seemed 
feasible, in which musicians laid down their 
arms a week or two after St Cecilia s Day 
(which falls on November 22) and — except 
for the odd Messiah — were content to 
remain incommunicado until the 
beginning of March. That gave music 
critics the chance to renew acquaintance 
with their families, have a holiday, and 
invent new adjectives ready for the next 
round of the fray.
Those halcyon days have been gradually 
whittled away. At one end, every choir and 
musical organisation with a letterhead 
(which is often their only conspicuous 
asset) felt the need to present a Christmas 
concert, so that the sound of carols 
persisted right until the sizzle of the 
Yuletide turkey triumphed over it. At the 
autumnal end, the operatic powers-that- 
were decided that they should provide a 
culturally elevating alternative to surfing 
and cricket by organising a summer opera 
season. Next came the festival-mongers, 
who decided that what Sydney needed 
desperately was a festival at the hottest 
time of the year during which people could 
do such things as queue up for hours across 
shadeless Hyde Park in order to buy some 
ethnic food titbit which they could have 
purchased for half the price with no waiting 
at all in their own suburb, or go to some 
kind of musical activity (mostly rather 
poorly patronised) in various venues as 
inspiring as the Town Hall.
The final result of all this is that music 
has closed the silence gap and almost 
turned into an annual moto perpetuo that 
hardly draws breath even between 
Christmas and New Year. No longer do 
critics get a holiday; some musicians or 
other will always find a way of preventing 
it. No wonder critics get cantankerous.
Spoil-sports may claim that she never 
actually existed, but St Cecilia has been the 
undisputed patron saint of music since 
around 1500. Her portfolio is, in fact, a 
double one, for she is also patron saint of 
the blind. The details of her life depend on 
which biographer or encyclopedia you 
believe.
Cecilia was a Roman of noble birth who 
leant towards Christianity and took a vow 
of celibacy, a situation which could have
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caused some dismay to the young Roman 
pagan Valerianus whom Cecilia’s parents 
forced her to marry. Fortunately he also 
turned Christian and agreed to respect the 
vow, with somewhat unexpected, indeed 
disastrous, consequences. For the story has 
it that Cecilia was visited secretly every 
night by an angel who had fallen in love 
with her musical skills. One night the angel, 
making his customary visit, was un­
expectedly discovered by the husband, and 
— to put it in as euphemistic a manner as 
good taste demands — the angel gave to 
both Cecilia and her husband a crown of 
martyrdom which he had providentially 
brought with him from Paradise.
Saint Cecilia, who is also reputed to have 
invented the organ, has inspired many 
musicians (such as Purcell, Handel, Spohr 
and Britten), painters and authors (such as 
Addison, Dryden and Pope). From the late 
16th century onwards, music festivals in 
her honour proliferated, often around her 
name day of November 22 — which also 
happens to have been the birthday of the 
famous English folk-song collector Cecil 
Sharp in 1859, and composer Benjamin 
Britten in 1913.
Which leads me to the performance of 
two appropriate works on the name day — 
Britten’s Hymn To St Cecilia (words by W 
H Auden who, like Britten, died in 1976) 
and Handel’s setting of the Dryden ode 
Alexander’s Feast (poem 1697, music 
1736). The singers were the Collegium 
Musicum Choir of the University of NSW 
conducted by Patricia Brown for Britten, 
Roger Coveil for Handel, and most notable 
features were the vivid immediacy of choral 
attack and the lucid enunciation, shared by 
soloists tenor Gerald English, soprano 
Beverley Bergen and bass Grant Dickson. 
A few signs of strain or a porridgy phrase 
were quickly atoned for, so that the patron 
saint, immune to minor tribulations, had 
every cause to feel honoured.
St Cecilia was not the only personage 
associated with the divine line of succession 
who was musically remembered during the 
closing stages of 1981. Pan, the Greek god 
of shepherds, forests, wild life and fertility 
(a lot of portfolios to look after) also 
stepped into prominence when Gheorghe 
Zamfir, supported by half a dozen fellow 
Rumanians, exhibited wizardry on the 
Panflute, that instrument made of bamboo 
pipes with which Pan directed seductive 
sounds towards Syrinx and assorted other 
nymphs. Zamfir is a player of nimble lips 
and inexhaustible breath, but his fellow 
artists, playing folk instruments like the 
cimbalon and some types of shawm, were 
no less skilled. The music itself, of 
Rumanian folk origin (much of it from 
Transylvania, the vampire country) 
sounded a little less at home in a formal 
concert setting than it would have done in a 
Balkan wine-cellar or, for that matter, in a 
smoky Kings Cross restaurant.
The Pan-flute music was very old. At the 
other end of the time scale we heard recent 
music for piano duo played by Nigel 
Butterley and Deborah Priest; these 
compositions — especially a sonata by 
Malcolm Williamson and a piece by Felix 
Werder — seemed intent on taking music 
by the scruff of its neck and worrying the 
life out of it. There was nothing here to 
charm the ear, and precious little to 
impress the mind, but there was much to tie 
the fingers into knots. In contrast there was 
some music, so-called, by the guru of 
American avant-gardists John Cage, which 
was composed, so-called, by placing notes 
onto music paper where the paper showed 
imperfections or where a throw of dice had 
indicated; not content with these chance 
events, Cage then leaves much of the timing 
and shape of the resultant pieces to the 
whim of his performers. The actual sound 
was thin, with notes like molecules in outer 
space.
Contemporary music of a more con­
ventional kind came by courtesy of the 
ABC Music o f the Twentieth Century series, 
for which the excellent Polish-born 
American conductor Stanislaw 
Skrowaczewski took charge of the Sydney 
Symphony Orchestra. In what was to have 
been the middle concert of the series, but 
turned out to be the last because industrial 
unrest in the Town Hall scuttled the third 
one, the program included music by 
another American patriarch, Charles Ives, 
whose Decoration Day showed how jolly 
polytonality can be, and by Stravinsky, 
whose complete Firebird proved that the 
full ballet contains much fine music that 
has escaped the suites. Soloist was Yury 
Boukoff with the third of Prokofiev’s piano 
concertos, a proficient but humourless 
reading.
Having brought news of some ex­
ceedingly ancient and some relatively 
recent music, we shall spend a few 
paragraphs with the in-between era. Liszt, 
for example. The South Pacific Liszt 
Society, which pays tribute to its 
eponymous master about three times a 
year, presented a program of his 
rhapsodies, played by such leading Sydney 
pianists as Gordon Watson, Sonya Hanke, 
Elizabeth Powell, Tony Baldwin, Gerard 
Willems and Corey McVicar. These pieces 
need much diabolical digital dare-devilry; 
the dangers are technical imprecision and 
rhythmical stiffness. Not all players 
overcame both of these dangers, but their 
rhapsodising was vastly entertaining. Also 
primarily a vehicle for entertainment, 
directed at the sub-teenage group of 
concert-goers, was an ABC family concert 
which Filled the Opera House Concert Hall. 
The formula for these concerts includes 
balloons floating down from where other 
halls have rafters, door prizes, and 
coloured lights — but there is also a 
sensible approach to programming that
manages to combine easy enjoyment with 
value; this time, there were works like 
Saint-Saëns’ Carnival Of The Animals, with 
Benita Codings as narrator, and Walton’s 
Crown Imperial besides the Nutcracker 
Suite and Quilter’s Children’s Overture. 
The conductor Brian Buggy introduced the 
music with comments that sometimes went 
rather over the small-fry heads, but the 
playing was creditable.
A much more laudatory adjective must 
be reserved for the performance of Verdi’s 
Requiem which the Sydney Philharmonia 
Society presented in a full Concert Hall. It 
was splendid, largely because conductor 
Carlo Felice Cillario, an expert on the 
operatic intensity which inhabits this 
Requiem, somewhat to the discomfiture of 
listeners who would prefer to regard it as an 
ecclesiastical document, directed it from 
memory with fine attention to detail, and 
an ability to provoke the Philharmonia 
Choir into full-hearted singing. They find 
fortissimos easier to sustain than pianis- 
simos, but maintained a high standard as 
did the reinforced Australian Chamber 
Orchestra and a very finely balanced team 
of soloists in soprano Joan Carden, alto 
Lauris Elms, tenor Anthony Benfell and 
bass Noel Mangin, the last two from New 
Zealand.
The smaller Philharmonia Motet Choir, 
conducted by Peter Seymour, regressed 
about as far as a choir can go when singing 
a full mass setting by a single composer, in 
performing the Messe De Nostre Dame 
written about 1364 by Guillaume de 
Machaut. The version used was “realised” 
by Winsome Evans, who paid attention to 
the astringent, acerbic style and underlined 
the vocal lines, which lie low because 
medieval church choirs excluded females, 
with brass and percussion. Having made 
this solemn historical obeisance, the 
program then adjourned to more recent 
Christmas music, mapping with the usual 
batch of Hodie motets and carols the 
progress of the seasons with signposts as 
significant as the first crocus in Kensington 
Gardens, the first cuckoo in spring, the fall 
of the first leaf in autumn, or the first 
chilblain in winter.
Having thus got a foot inside the door, 
Santa Claus established his customary 
December dominance with sundry con­
certs from all manner of academic and 
social institutions, presenting programs 
often as alike as the contents of a Christmas 
stocking, and almost all enjoyable pro­
vided you were dutifully saturated with the 
appropriate Christmas spirit. There were, 
it is true, some exceptions to the sound- 
alike formula — four concerts by the 
Australian Chamber Orchestra prior to its 
first European tour, together with the sadly 
soon to be disbanded Leonine Consort, for 
example — but you did not have to go very 
far to hear the voice of Handel’s Messiah all 
over the land. . .
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Invasions of 
Australia
by John McCallum
Bullie’s House by Thomas Keneally. 
Currency Press, rrp $5.95.
Legends on the Screen by John Tulloch. 
Currency Press/Australian Film Institute
Bob Maza, introducing Thomas 
Keneally’s Bullie’s House, tells how he was 
sitting discussing the play’s white 
limitations with a group of black 
colleagues, when a young girl spoke: “ Isn’t 
it a true story? If it’s true and it’s about our 
people, does it matter who writes it?” It’s 
about us — about our ways. Isn’t it?” 
Certainly, from a white point of view the 
play has a great truth and it deals with an 
important story — the clash of black and 
white cultures in an island mission 
situation — with a directness and clarity 
which is generally not there in recent 
Australian drama. Alongside the present 
preoccupation with strange, remote, 
exotic, obscure, foreign and outre subjects, 
Keneally’s earnest confrontation with such 
a powerful, immediately important subject 
is exciting.
In the play, Bullie is torn between 
conflicting cultural interpretations of the 
fate which kills his woman and blows down 
his house. In an attempt to resolve this, and 
to learn the “patterns” which seem to keep 
white civilisation together, he offers as a 
gift to the whites the most sacred 
knowledge of his tribe, in the form of the 
ranga. The ranga are magic, totemic objects 
which are never shown to whites or women. 
In return Bullie expects to learn the sacred 
tribal secrets of the whites, but of course 
they haven’t any and they don’t understand 
the significance of Bullie’s gift. The final 
image of the play is of the woman Doolie 
sitting in front of the ranga, with her 
washing hanging on them, listening to the 
nearest thing whites can offer in the way of 
sacred cultural objects — a blaring 
transistor radio. As Ken Horler says in his 
introduction, it is a tragic, shocking 
conclusion.
Maza describes one performance of the 
Nimrod production oi Bullie’s House which 
was attended by ten tribal blacks from the 
reservation where it all originally 
happened. In the theatre there was a 
further division between the tribal blacks 
whose experience was the basis of the story 
and the urban blacks, working in the white 
man’s theatre, who were telling their own 
story as well. Maza writes, “ I am told that
at a meeting back in their country they 
voted unanimously against the play. To me 
this is a pity. But then again I am not an 
initiated man.” In this is another sad image 
of a culture fragmented by what Keneally 
calls the lack of imagination in the 
colonising, conquering whites.
John Tulloch’s Legends on the Screen 
analyses a totally different sort of invasion: 
that of the Australian film industry of the 
1920’s by American producers, and of the 
Australian distribution networks by 
American films. It is for many people a 
highly emotive subject, and even in 
Tulloch’s dense, complex and sometimes 
obscure account of it, a little passion 
manages occasionally to shine through.
Legends on the Screen is a specialist 
work, the first of a series of monographs 
published jointly by Currency Press and 
the Australian Film Institute. Sylvia 
Lawson sets the tone in her General 
Editor’s Preface: “The series attempts to 
take up, and work in terms of, the new 
questions being asked about the relations 
of text and context; art and industry; story, 
society and culture; screen and audience.” 
The general filmgoer, to whom it has not 
yet occurred to ask such questions, will find 
the book rather heavy going.
Many of Tulloch’s central ideas, 
although not his methodology, will be 
familiar to students of Australian drama 
and literature. There is legendary 
opposition of bush and city values, with the 
clean, virtuous, pioneering spirit of the 
bush standing against the wicked, 
sophisticated cities; the harnessing of this 
opposition to melodramatic form; the
linking of melodrama and naturalism, as 
local melodramas began to try to represent 
the colourful Australian environment; and 
the two-faced nationalism which this led to 
— on the one hand looking for local 
audiences and on the other at the overseas 
market for whom the local colour was to be 
an advertisement for Australia. These are 
important issues in Australian drama from 
the 1820’s to the 1950’s.
The industry, of course, is much more 
complex, being a commercial activity as 
well as a means of communication as well 
as a form of art. For this reason many 
books on film get rather tiring for the 
layman, so concerned are they with matters 
of industrial politics, bureaucracy, money, 
percentages and profit. Tulloch’s book is 
no exception, but the effort is worth it — 
concerned as he is to link the narrative 
conventions and structures of the films 
with the assumptions and politics in the 
industry that produced them. Not sur­
prisingly, most of the artistic analysis is 
reserved for directors such as Raymond 
Longford and Franklyn Barrett, and much 
of the political and economic analysis for 
the distributors and exhibitors, as well as 
the American invaders.
The relations are more complex, but 
Tulloch betrays a taste for relatively 
atypical films such as A Sentimental Bloke 
and The Breaking of the Drought which 
sometimes belies his apparently 
uncommitted, structuralist approach. For 
the layman there is a strong indication to 
concentrate entirely on these “artistic” 
films and leave the rest of the buggers 
alone.
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ACROSS
1.Copies in museum I'm especially 
interested in (5)
4. Cousteau, perhaps — a southern relative 
endlessly amusing (9)
9.1 test duet severely, so they're penniless 
(9)
10. Place for a doctor? (5)
11.Somehow, I curb Lynda for a D-Day 
heroine (7,8)
12. Introduce point in still (6)
14.Alight on functions of geographical 
exploitation (4,4)
17. One of a different sort of 18, not far away
(8)
19. A teller of about 50 could be dangerous
(6)
22.Completely nomadic kingdom, might it 
be said? Hardly! (4,5,6)
24. Grassland where twice the number go for 
a denial (5)
25. Have nurse round to parcel up the holy 
man (9)
26. Bloated princess has had an inclination 
(9)
27. Pays attention to composition of 2 (5)
The first correct entry drawn on February 25 
will receive one year's free subscriptiori to
TA.
DOWN
1. Award for remarkable lamed lion (9)
2. Air of Terpsichore, for example (5)
3. He does ill to go round softly, the spider
(7)
4. Quakes can cause cry of alarm (6)
5. Declaration of call for desert, we hear 
(3,5)
6. Held up song in action (7)
7. Holiday for characters on the sly in a silly 
fashion (9)
8. Frosted assonance? (5)
13.Thus the Frenchman and the Scot reach 
the point where they become islanders (9)
15. Debris of revolutionary is enough to 
cause shrill vocals
16. Cultivate an area here (8)
18. Cos ogre was troubled, he became a 
miser (7)
20 Mock light on round the circle (7)
21. Face up under fashion set in (6)
22. Damaged, but preserved in alcohol, 
Edward (6)
23. Up to a point, I permit shelter (5)
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n im ro d  World Premiere 27th January 1982 n im ro d
DIRECTOR: NEIL ARMFIELD. DESIGNER: EAMON D’ARCY. COMPOSER: SARAH DE JONG.
CAST: BRANDON BURKE, CATHY DOWNES, MICHELE FAWDON, KATRINA FOSTER, MAX GILLIES, MARTIN HARRIS,
RUSSELL NEWMAN, BARRY OTTO.
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W ith the derricks up above us and the 
we’re waiting at the lever for the wor
ÉsStlIlPi®
Banjo Paterson penned these lines 
for a colourful poem over 80 years ago.
At that time, he could hardly have 
guessed that they would aptly describe 
the feelings of oilmen now working in a 
region often frequented by himself.
In an area 600 kilometres west of 
Rockhampton - known to geologists as 
the Galilee Basin -  there’s a tiny town 
called Isisford.
The local pub is called “Clancy’s 
Overflow”. The river nearby - the
Barcoo ~ features in the well-known 
Banjo Paterson tale “A Bush 
Christening”.
It’s close to this town that has such 
strong associations with Banjo Paterson 
that Esso and its co-venturers are drilling 
the first test well in one of the largest 
on-shore oil exploration programs 
Australia has ever seen.
Together, Esso and its co-venturers 
expect to invest more than $60,000,000 
in the Galilee Basin on seismic studies
and a drilling programme.
As with all such exploration 
programs there is no guarantee of 
success. Oil, however, is vital to 
Australia’s future, so the search for it 
although costly - must continue.
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